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Preface 

ON    THE    TEXT 

WHOEVER  has  travelled  in  the  immense 
realm  of  Tolstoy's  "War  and  Peace,"  will 
remember  that  the  Russian  characters  speak  in 
French  as  often  as  in  their  own  language;  the  origi- 
nal is  not  entirely  Russian.  Similarly  many  of  the 
leading  characters  in  the  intricate  drama  of  the 
Risorgimento  were  at  home  in  two  languages,  and  a 
book  like  Bonfadini's  "Arese,"  for  instance,  con- 
tains so  much  French  correspondence  between  Ital- 
ians, that  its  pages  sometimes  take  on  a  curious 
look.  The  bilingual  habit  seems  natural  enough  in 
the  Piedmontese,  who  having  a  dialect  for  mother- 
tongue,  learn  in  infancy  to  communicate  with  their 
neighbors  on  both  sides;  but  one  does  wonder  why 
Ricasoli  a  Tuscan  and  Arese  a  Lombard,  should  have 
written  to  each  other  in  French.  Such  wondering 
makes  us  wonder  less  that  Arese  kept  the  journal  of 
his  American  travels  in  French.  Despite  his  ease,  his 
was  not  quite  the  French  of  Paris:  that  very  ease  it- 
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self  apparently  led  him  to  write  some  French  words 
in  an  Italian  way,  and  once  at  least,  even  to  invent  a 
word.  If  he  did  invent  it,  he  no  doubt  did  so  uncon- 
sciously. 

I  say  "apparently"  and  "if"  because  of  the  state  of 
his  Notes  of  "A  Trip  to  the  Prairies,"  as  it  comes  to 
us  printed  in  the  last  pages  of  the  book  containing  his 
life  ("Vita  di  Francesco  Arese."  R.  Bonfadini.  Tori- 
no, Roma.  1894)  .  Still  we  cannot  blame  much  on 
the  typesetters  (who  also  set  the  many  French  letters 
already  mentioned) ,  except  for  the  remarkable  er- 
rors in  American  geographical  and  proper  names, 
which,  whether  Indian,  English,  or  French,  appear 
to  have  bothered  them — or  rather  not  have  bothered 
them — sufficiently.  Though  Arese  was  occasionally 
careless,  as  when  he  wrote  New  York  by  a  slip  for 
New  Castle,  he  seems  to  have  tried  his  best,  and  to 
have  done  fairly  well,  especially  in  names  frequently 
repeated.  But  whoever  is  to  blame,  gross  errors  are 
too  many  and  too  regular  for  it  to  have  been  worth 
while  in  most  cases  to  call  attention  to  them.  Where 
any  detective  work  was  required,  I  have  explained  in 
a  note. 

As  is  evident  from  one  or  two  passages,  Arese, 
doubtless  finding  it  inconvenient  to  jot  down  his  do- 
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and  observations  day  by  day,  now  and  then 

Eound  time  to  bring  his  journal  to  date.  It  is  partly 
lor  thai  reason  that  there  are  some  curious  mixtures 
of  tenses  in  it.  At  times  I  have  made  free  to  straighten 
these  OUt.  Although  I  have  not  tried  in  any  way  to 
work  his  Notes  tip  into  a  semblance  of  the  book  Arese 
teems  to  have  ( ontemplated,  but  have  adhered  scrup- 
ulously to  the  endeavor  to  make  the  same  impres- 
sion in  English  that  he  makes  in  his  French,  still  I 
have  qualified  that  adherence  by  a  certain  amount  of 
license.  Rough  the  notes  are  and  rough  they  remain. 
But  besides  the  straightening  out  of  tenses,  and  ven- 
turing to  cut  up  his  interminable  paragraphs  and 
interminable  sentences  (so  inordinately  long  at 
times  that — as  will  happen  with  a  hurried  writer — 
they  become  ambiguous  or  vague.  But  even  when  the 
words  are  not  clear  the  sense  almost  always  is:  in  not 
more  than  two  cases  has  it  been  necessary  to  guess), 
I  have  divided  the  narrative  into  chapters,  which  it 
seemed  naturally  to  separate  into,  and  for  which  I 
have  supplied  headings. 

Moreover,  keeping  in  mind  the  comparative  rich- 
ness of  the  two  languages,  I  have  slightly  enlarged 
his  vocabulary,  a  poor  one  even  for  French.  I  have 
excised  a  bit  of  his  redundancy.  I  believe  that  enough 
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of  both  poverty  and  redundancy  remains  for  all 
purposes.  His  exuberant  Italian  punctuation  I  have 
restrained  into  the  possible  limits  of  decent  English 
printing:  for  instance,  where  he  dashed  in  three  ex- 
clamation points  together,  I  have  allowed  him  one. 
His  rather  few  italics  and  arbitrary  capitalizings  I 
generally  retain.  All  of  which  has  been  done  for  the 
purpose  of  making  the  book  inviting. 

Later  in  life  Arese  edited  his  Notes — after  the 
"Great  Western"  had  crossed  the  Atlantic  and  after 
his  friend  Louis  Napoleon  had  become  Emperor  and 
given  a  name  to  the  sort  of  goatee  he  wore.  But  the 
editing  can  scarcely  have  been  drastic. 

In  1881,  the  year  Arese  died,  and  apparently  very 
shortly  after  his  death,  at  a  Geographical  Congress 
in  Venice,  Cesare  Correnti  made  a  mediocre  speech 
to  introduce  the  Travel  Notes,  which  he  then  read 
aloud. 

A.  E. 
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Translator's  Introduction 

THE  Count  Francesco  Arcsc,  born  1805,  was  the 
only  child  of  noble  Milanese  parents,  of  whom 
his  mother  at  least  was  very  rich.  At  the  Court  of 
Eugene  Beauharnais,  Napoleonic  Viceroy  in  Milan, 
she  had  known  Eugene's  sister  Hortense,  later  Queen 
of  Holland:  an  acquaintance  that  was  to  have  a  great 
deal  to  do  with  her  son's  future. 

When  he  was  nine,  the  Empire  fell  and  the  Austri- 
ans  returned  to  their  former  Italian  possessions.  Two 
years  later  they  arrested  his  uncle,  they  arrested  fam- 
ily friends,  who  had  been  conspiring  against  them. 
The  young  Count  grew  up  in  a  rebellious  country, 
and  like  many  young  men  of  his  time  he  was  a  rebel 
at  heart,  and  even  somewhat  more. 

When  about  twenty,  while  travelling  with  his 
mother,  he  met  in  Rome  her  old  friend  Hortense, 
with  whose  younger  son,  Louis  Napoleon,  he  became 
very  intimate. 

In  1831  Louis  Napoleon  and  his  elder  brother 
were  prominent  in  an  uprising  in  Romagna,  which 


tried  to  free  itself  from  Papal  dominion,  and  which 
Austria  helped  hold  in  subjection.  Hortense,  ex- 
tremely frightened  about  her  sons,  was  not  afraid  to 
go  into  the  midst  of  turmoil  to  rescue  them.  They 
caught  measles,  and  the  older  one  died.  By  means  of 
ruses  and  stratagems  worthy  of  any  novel  (and  well 
recounted  by  her  in  her  Memoirs),  she  managed  to 
spirit  the  future  Emperor  away  to  England. 

Arese  was,  of  course,  in  full  sympathy  with  his 
friend.  At  about  this  time  he  himself  was  deep  in 
conspiracies;  so  much  so  that  he  was  among  a  num- 
ber of  men  about  to  be  arrested.  He  was  one  of  those 
that  succeeded  in  getting  out  of  the  country.  Thereon 
his  mother  wrote  to  Hortense,  who  had  a  castle  called 
Arenenberg  in  the  Canton  of  Turgovia,  Switzerland, 
begging  her  to  harbor  the  exile.  Hortense  had  by 
then  returned  from  England,  and  she  answered  very 
cordially,  saying,  "...  my  son  will  be  delighted  to 
have  so  good  a  hunting  companion." 

With  the  Bonapartes  Arese  spent  over  a  year, 
mostly  at  Arenenberg,  but  partly  in  trips  with  his 
friend,  even  so  far  as  to  London.  Both  were  rather 
serious,  studious  young  men,  interested  in  practical 
activities,  and  above  all  in  what  was  for  both  of  them 
the  most  practical  of  all  activities,  politics. 
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Arese's  mother  considered  other  things  more  im- 
portant: for  instance,  a  good  marriage  for  her  son. 
In  1832  Hortense's  husband  (who  lived  in  Florence, 
apart  from  his  wife)  suggested  a  wealthy  French  girl; 
but  the  girl's  mother  would  not  run  the  risk  of  her 
daughter's  living  in  foreign  parts.  Then  Louis  pro- 
posed a  cousin  of  his  wife's,  niece  to  the  Queen  of 
Sweden.  Arese,  meanwhile,  had  chosen  a  girl  for  him- 
self. His  mother  was  so  opposed  to  his  choice  that  he 
abandoned  it;  not,  apparently,  with  any  deep  regret, 
but  with  considerable  discontent  at  his  mother's 
domineering  ways.  He  was  proud.  When  he  learned 
that  his  mother  had  obtained  for  him  from  the  Aus- 
trian court,  on  condition  that  he  ask  for  it  himself, 
permission  to  return  home,  he  was  much  upset.  Then 
his  mother  cut  off,  or  stringently  reduced,  his  month- 
ly allowance.  Upon  that,  Arese  took  advantage  of  a 
visit  made  at  Arenenberg  by  a  son  of  the  French 
marshal  Clauzel.  Furnished  with  a  recommendation, 
he  hastened  to  Algeria  which  the  French  were  con- 
quering, and  enrolled  as  a  cavalryman  in  the  newly- 
founded  Foreign  Legion.  Later  he  became  an  officer 
and  was  on  Clauzel's  staff.  He  remained  in  Africa 
two  years. 

Meanwhile    his    friends    remonstrated    with    his 
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mother.  Queen  Hor tense  joined  her  efforts  to  the 
others,  writing  affectionately  of  the  young  man. 
Finally  the  mother  yielded  on  all  points,  restored 
her  son's  allowance  to  its  former  figure,  and  even  of- 
fered an  extra  amount  for  emergencies;  of  which 
Arese,  despite  all  his  travels,  never  availed  himself. 

Before  leaving  Africa,  he  made  a  trip  to  see  the 
country  and  study  the  natives,  going  as  far  inland  as 
the  Sahara.  On  his  return  to  Europe,  his  first  visit  was 
to  Arenenberg. 

A  few  months  later,  in  the  Fall  of  1836,  an  attempt 
at  a  Bonapartist  restoration  was  made  at  Strasbourg. 
It  failed  totally,  and  Louis  Napoleon  was  taken  pris- 
oner. The  government  of  Louis  Philippe,  through 
either  generosity  or  caution,  preferred  exile  for  the 
Prince,  and  shipped  him  on  a  naval  vessel  to  Amer- 
ica. On  hearing  this,  Arese  hurried  to  Arenenberg 
and  offered  to  go  to  New  York  to  be  with  the  Prince. 
Hortense,  besides  being  a  devoted  mother  with  her 
devotion  centred  on  the  one  remaining  son  of  three, 
was  now  also  a  sick  woman,  and  accepted  his  offer 
with  joy.  He  hastened  to  Liverpool  and  sailed — liter- 
ally, for  the  time  of  transatlantic  steamers  had  not 
quite  arrived. 

His  crossing  took  fifty  days;  but  even  then  he  was 
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in  New  York  before  his  comrade.  As  he  wrote  to  a 
friend:  "I  have  been  in  terrible  anxiety,  because  not 
only  had  Louis  not  arrived  here,  but  there  was  not 
even  news  of  him  or  his  frigate.  But  finally  yesterday 
a  vessel  brought  the  news  that  the  frigate  with  Louis 
aboard  was  at  Rio  Janeiro  and  about  to  sail  for  this 
port."  He  did  not  guess  that  the  captain  had  had 
sealed  orders  to  go  to  Hampton  Roads  (where,  ac- 
cording to  the  "New  York  Spectator,"  the  Prince 
landed)  via  Brazil. 

After  the  death  of  the  Emperor  Francis  I  a  few 
months  before,  a  number  of  Italian  prisoners  had 
been  released  from  the  Spielberg  and  had  betaken 
themselves  to  New  York,  probably  as  a  good  place 
for  conspiring.  With  them  Arese  and  the  Prince,  who 
was  as  eager  as  anybody  to  free  Italy,  spent  some  of 
their  time.  The  Prince's  uncle  Joseph,  who  lived  at 
Borden  town,  New  Jersey,  had  gone  to  Europe  the 
Summer  before;  and  anyway  he  was  cross  with  his 
nephew  about  Strasbourg.  The  busy  Philip  Hone, 
although  he  mentions  Joseph  with  condescending 
approval  in  his  "Diary"  (New  York,  1927) ,  did  not 
like  Bonapartes  and  did  not  meet  Louis.  He  noted 
his  departure  on  12  June,  "after  walking  Broadway 
during  the  last  three  or  four  weeks."  Arese  tells  us 
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that  he  himself  left  New  York  on  1 1  June.  It  seems 
strange  that  after  coming  so  far  to  be  with  his  friend 
he  should  not  wait  one  day  to  see  him  sail.  But  we 
know  that  Hone  was  given  to  copying  bits  from 
newspapers,  and  a  glance  at  "The  New  York  Specta- 
tor" explains  the  difficulty.  In  its  bi-weekly  number 
of  12  June  it  announces  that  the  Prince  has  taken 
passage  on  the  "George  Washington,"  and  in  the 
advertisement  of  the  Liverpool  Packets  in  the  same 
number  we  find  that  the  monthly  sailing  to  England 
was  by  the  "George  Washington"  on  the  8th.  Neither 
announcements  nor  ads  were  very  up-to-date  in  1837. 
From  Arese's  writing  of  being  "well  received  in 
Society  and  much  entertained,"  as  well  as  from  his 
having  letters  to  such  people  as  Henry  Clay  and  the 
Chouteaus,  we  may  conclude  that  the  young  men 
were  not  always  walking  Broadway.  Besides,  the 
Prince  told  Henry  Wikoff  who  called  on  him  at  Ham 
("Napoleon  Louis  Bonaparte,"  New  York,  1847, 
chap.  VIII)  about  the  attention  paid  him  in  Amer- 
ica. New  York  Society  was  hardly  so  different  then 
that  a  real  Count  and  an  Imperial  Prince  would  have 
been  neglected. 

In  certain  other  details  Hone  bears  Arese  out  strik- 
ingly; —as  to  "No  matter"  and  "Go  ahead,"  the  burn- 
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ing  of  the  "Ben  Sherrod,"  and  the  frequent  falling 
down  of  scarcely  completed  buildings;  to  note  a  few. 
His  friend  gone,  Arese  was  again  seized  with  the 
desire  to  see  strange  men  and  modes  of  life;  perhaps 
that  is  why  he  did  not  return  to  Europe  with  him. 
Louis  had  rushed  homeward  on  receipt  of  the  fol- 
lowing letter: 

"My  dear  Son! 

"It  is  absolutely  necessary  for  me  to  have  an  operation;  if  it 
should  not  be  successful,  I  send  you  my  blessing  in  this  letter. 

"We  shall  meet  again,  shall  we  not,  in  a  better  world  where 
you  are  not  to  come  and  join  me  until  as  late  as  possible!  and 
you  will  remember  that  I  leave  this  one  with  no  regret  except 
for  you,  for  your  sweet  affection  which  is  the  only  thing  that 
made  me  find  some  charm  here.  It  will  be  a  consolation  for 
you,  my  dear  friend,  to  think  that  by  your  attentions  you  have 
made  your  mother  happy,  as  much  so  as  she  could  be;  you  will 
think  of  all  my  fondness  for  you,  and  you  will  have  courage! 

"Believe  that  one  looks  down  tenderly  and  clearly  on  what 
one  has  left  here  below;  for  surely  we  shall  meet  again;  cling 
to  that  lovely  idea,  it  is  too  necessary  not  to  be  true. 

"That  nice  Arese,  I  give  him  my  blessing  too,  as  to  a  son. — 
I  press  you  to  my  heart,  my  dear. 

"I  am  quite  calm,  quite  resigned,  and  I  am  still  in  hopes 
that  we  shall  meet  once  more  in  this  world. — God's  will  be 
done! 

Your  devoted  mother, 

"3  April,  1837.  "Hortense." 

In  those  days,  before  anesthetics,  an  operation  was 
a  terrific  ordeal. 

Arese  left  New  York,  headed  in  a  different  direc- 


XVI 

tion;  and  during  the  ensuing  months,  he  wrote  in 
his  diary  the  Notes  herewith  published.  He  was  then 
32.  Part  of  his  trip,  between  Council  Bluffs  and  Fort 
Snelling,  if  not  further,  was  still  pretty  wild  travel- 
ling. The  authors  of  "Minnesota  in  Three  Centuries" 
judge  that  "in  all,  not  fifty  white  men  had  passed 
over  the  tract  of  country  now  comprising  Southern 
and  Southwestern  Minnesota  ...  in  1849."  Arese  did 
it  twelve  years  before  that,  at  the  period  when  Nicol- 
let did  not  consider  his  party  of  nineteen  men,  one 
of  them  an  army  officer,  quite  enough  for  complete 
safety  in  very  nearly  the  same  region  where  Arese, 
with  two  companions,  roved  so  gaily,  though  not 
indeed  foolhardily. 

In  October  Hortense  died,  without  having  had 
the  operation.  In  her  will  she  left  Arese  a  large  carved 
turquoise.  When  he  some  months  later  returned  to 
Europe,  the  Prince  at  once  invited  him  to  Arenen- 
berg,  but  Arese,  for  what  reason  we  do  not  know, 
refused.  He  divided  his  time  between  London  and 
Paris,  until  in  September  1838  the  new  Austrian 
regime  permitted  Italian  exiles  to  go  home.  Arese 
as  well  as  the  rest,  went;  and  for  the  next  few  years 
he  lived  in  Milan.  The  new  Austrian  government 
was  milder  than  the  previous  one,  and  possibly  for 
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that  reason  the  methods  of  the  revolutionists  were 
milder,  [nstead  oi  sei  ret  sot  ietiea  and  armed  revolts, 
they  went  in  for  technical  schools  and  magazines, 
and  h\  example  won  o\er  Society  to  eschew  balls  at 
the  \  u  en  gaJ  eourt. 

Am  se  married:  his  mother  died  and  left  him  her 
large  fortune.  For  three  years  alter  America  he  did 
not  see  Louis;  and  then  for  some  years  he  had  no 
chance  to.  In  the  early  forties  Louis  wrote  asking 
him  to  join  a  party,  along  with  the  Count  of  Wur- 
temberg  (Louis's  first  cousin  by  marriage)  and 
Others,  for  a  trip  in  Greece.  Arese  did  not  wish  to 
leave  his  young  family;  and  Louis  was  prevented 
from  going.  The  Bonapartisf  demonstration  at  Bou- 
logne, this  time  landed  him  in  prison  at  Ham.  With 
him  went  his  fellow  -conspirator,  doctor,  and  lifelong 
h  tend  Conneau;  who  to  judge  by  his  letters,  was  also 
a  devoted  friend  of  Arese's,  with  as  ardent  a  desire 
for  the  liberation  of  Italy  as  the  Prince,  as  (we  might 
almost  KL)  Arese  himself.  A  good  many  letters 
passed  between  Milan  and  Ham:  and  Arese  seems 
to  have  furnished  books  and  apparatus  for  the  end- 
Less  ttudies  ami  experiments  the  prisoners  pursued. 

At  last  \j8  came,  a  year  of  revolution.  There  was 
a  famous  uprising  in  Milan;  but  Arese  who  wanted 
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his  part  in  the  fighting,  was  sent  to  Turin  to  see 
whether  the  King  of  Sardinia  would  join  the  Lom- 
bard patriots  against  Austria.  Unable  to  swim,  un- 
able to  procure  a  boat,  Arese  had  to  let  a  peasant 
carry  him  across  the  river-frontier,  which  must  have 
recalled  incidents  in  America.  The  King  was  friend- 
ly. A  couple  of  days  later  Arese  was  in  the  field.  While 
his  company  was  being  inspected  by  the  general,  a 
grenade  fell  nearby  and  burst.  Almost  everybody 
dropped  to  the  ground  for  safety,  but  not  Arese. 
When  the  general  asked  him  why,  he  said,  "I  was 
waiting  for  my  superior  officer  to  set  me  the  ex- 
ample." 

The  revolutionists  being  short  of  cannon,  he 
bought  them  some.  He  was  sent  as  one  of  the  ambassa- 
dors to  Bavaria,  where  Hortense's  sister-in-law  Amalia 
Beauharnais  was  an  influential  personage.  Despite 
that,  Bavaria  would  not  recognize  the  new  govern- 
ment. Despite  everything,  the  new  government  fell. 
Arese  retired  to  Genoa,  in  the  Kingdom  of  Sardinia. 

On  the  whole  no  great  material  advance  came  in 
that  year  to  the  cause  of  Italian  independence.  But 
in  December,  in  France  where  revolution  had  been 
more  successful,  Louis  Napoleon  was  elected  Presi- 
dent of  the  Second  Republic.  Gioberti,  the  Sardinian 
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premier,  sent  Arese  to  Paris  to  congratulate  the  new 
ruler  in  the  name  of  King  Charles  Albert.  He  was 
received  most  cordially  by  the  comrade  he  had  taken 
leave  of  in  New  York  almost  twelve  years  before. 

From  then  on  the  story  of  the  two  is  more  and 
more  a  part  of  European  history.  Arese  lost  his  wife, 
he  became  a  Sardinian  subject,  refused  to  stand  for 
election  as  a  Deputy  and  was  accordingly  made  Sena- 
tor by  the  King.  In  1851  he  went  to  London  to  see 
the  first  of  all  Universal  Exhibitions.  On  the  way 
home  he  stopped  to  visit  his  old  friend  again;  and 
when  a  few  months  later  that  old  friend  became 
Emperor,  Arese  was  prompt  to  write  him.  The  Em- 
peror was  equally  prompt  in  replying  to  "un  ami 
commevous." 

The  next  year  he  went  twice  to  Paris:  once  Na- 
poleon put  him  up  at  the  Tuileries,  and  made  him 
the  bearer  of  a  message  to  the  new  King  Victor  Eman- 
uel II — an  invitation  to  Paris. 

Arese  made  it  a  principle  to  take  no  part  in  purely 
French  politics.  If  he  had  private  opinions  as  to  any- 
thing his  old  comrade  did,  he  kept  them  private. 
Most  likely  that  very  discretion  was  one  strong  rea- 
son for  their  continued  friendship.  Possibly  that  was 
the  reason  why  Arese  was  the  only  Italian,  as  Dr. 
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Conneau  wrote  him  more  than  once,  whom  Eugenie 
could  abide.  One  time  he  wrote:  "You  are  omnipo- 
tent here;  you  can  say  and  do  to  the  Empress  what 
nobody  else  could  permit  himself  to  do  and  say." 

But  Italian  politics  was  Arese's  life,  and  in  ques- 
tions about  the  relations  of  his  own  country  to  her 
great  neighbor  he  did  not  feel  much  hesitation. 
When  in  1852  the  French  minister  at  Turin  had 
made  himself  unpopular,  Arese  was  the  person  to 
write  direct  to  the  Emperor  about  it.  An  "inspired" 
letter  from  Conneau  was  the  answer;  and  with  the 
proper  diplomatic  delay  and  gentleness  the  offensive 
agent  was  withdrawn. 

In  1855  during  the  Crimean  War,  Arese  was  again 
invited  to  Paris:  there  and  at  St.  Cloud  he  lived  with 
the  imperial  couple  and  shared  their  meals.  He  wrote 
afterwards,  "You  have  both  treated  me  like  one  of 
the  family." 

Throughout  all  this  time,  whenever  there  was  a 
letter  to  be  written  to  the  Emperor  in  view  of  the  aid 
Italian  patriots  expected  he  was  some  day  going  to 
give  them  against  Austria,  almost  invariably  Arese 
was  called  upon  to  write  it.  While  Cavour,  represent- 
ing Sardinia  at  the  Congress  of  Paris  after  the 
Crimean  War,  was  doing  marvels  to  bring  that  small 
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country  into  prominence,  he  constantly  wrote  Arese 
about  what  was  going  on,  especially  behind  the 
scenes.  Once  he  thanks  him  for  having  arranged,  in 
Conneau,  a  means  of  direct  personal  access  to  the 
Emperor. 

Finally  in  '59  the  chance  came  and  Napoleon  III 
took  an  army  into  Italy  to  aid  Victor  Emanuel 
against  the  Austrians.  The  King  appointed  Arese  one 
of  two  special  envoys  to  welcome  "the  August  ally." 
Eugenie  wrote  Arese,  "I  am  trying,  as  hard  as  I  can, 
to  become  Italian." 

The  war  was  very  short,  because  as  soon  as  the 
Emperor  thought  the  Italians  had  gained  enough,  he 
unexpectedly  withdrew.  The  Italians  did  not  feel 
that  they  had  gained  enough.  However,  some  of  them 
were  grateful,  and  all  were  officially  grateful.  Still 
Cavour  at  once  resigned,  and  Arese  was  called  to  form 
a  ministry.  He  found  himself,  after  a  trial,  unable  to 
do  so. 

He  did,  a  little  later,  go  again  to  Paris  and  again 
was  the  personal  guest  of  the  Emperor,  whom  he  en- 
deavored to  persuade  to  his  view  of  what  France 
might  yet  do  for  Italy.  He  was  scarcely  home  before 
he  was  sent  back  on  the  same  errand.  In  the  intricate 
negotiations  that  went  on  under  the  surface  of  for- 
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mal  diplomacy,  with  a  view  to  remaking  the  map  of 
Italy,  Arese  appears  to  have  been  the  individual 
whose  honesty,  tact,  and  power  of  accomplishment 
everybody  trusted  in,  both  as  to  Italy  and  as  to  the 
relations  between  Italy  and  France.  In  the  extremely 
delicate  question  of  transferring  Savoy  and  Nice  to 
the  French  Empire,  as  payment  for  participation  in 
the  war,  Arese  continued  to  serve  Cavour  (now  again 
premier)  as  "a  spur,  a  buffer,  and  a  lightning-rod  for 
his  friend  the  Emperor." 

At  last  things  were  settled  and  the  Kingdom  of 
Italy  began:  an  Italy  still  lacking  Venice  and  Rome. 
When  Arese,  although  in  bad  health,  was  chosen  to 
carry  to  Napoleon  III  the  letter  in  which  Victor 
Emanuel  announced  his  new  title,  it  was  largely  be- 
cause of  the  opportunity  thus  given  for  confidential 
talk  with  the  Emperor  about  the  prospects  of  adding 
Rome  to  the  new  realm.  Cavour  had  suddenly  died; 
but  Ricasoli,  now  prime  minister,  was  glad  to  con- 
tinue using  the  buffer  and  lightning-rod. 

It  was  another  ten  years  before  the  Kingdom  was 
rounded  out  to  the  dimensions  it  retained  up  to  the 
end  of  the  World  War;  during  which  the  friendship 
between  Arese  and  his  old  crony  did  not  lapse.  In 
'64   Napoleon    wrote    congratulating   him   on   his 
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daughter's  marriage.  In  '66,  at  the  time  of  Italy's  dis- 
astrous interference  in  the  war  Prussia  made  on 
Austria,  Arese  once  again  went  to  Paris  to  see  what 
could  be  cooked  up  with  the  Emperor.  What  was 
cooked  up,  but  by  the  Emperor  without  Arese's 
knowledge,  did  not  please  the  Italians,  though  it 
gave  them  Venice  at  last.  Even  then  Lamarmora  got 
Arese  to  write  to  Conneau:  and  finally  he  wrote  to 
the  Emperor  to  see  what  could  be  done  about  Rome. 
The  Emperor's  answer  was  unsatisfactory. 

Arese  appears  to  have  been  a  trifle  piqued.  At  any 
rate,  when  he  went  to  the  Paris  Exposition  of  '67  he 
didn't  call  on  his  old  companion.  He  made  a  plaus- 
ible excuse,  however,  and  two  years  later  did  go  to 
visit  the  imperial  family  at  Compiegne.  That  was  the 
last  time  he  saw  Louis  Napoleon. 

He  received  a  letter  from  him  in  1869,  a  very 
friendly  letter;  and  the  year  after  that  Louis  was  an 
exile  in  England  and  Arese,  with  all  his  old  friendli- 
ness, tact,  and  scrupulous  honesty,  was  helping  him 
sell  some  imperial  property  in  Rome  to  the  Italian 
government,  now  finally  in  possession  there.  In  this 
negotiation  Victor  Emanuel  addresses  Arese  as 
"dearest  Count  and  Cousin,"  for  he  had  shortly  be- 
fore bestowed  on  him  the  "Grand  Collar  of  the  An- 
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nunciation,"  and  that  entitled  him  to  such  treat- 
ment. 

In  1873  Napoleon  III  died.  Eugenie  continued  to 
correspond  affectionately  with  Arese.  From  a  couple 
of  articles  by  Carlo  Pagani  ("Napoleone  III  Eugenia 
di  Montijo  e  Francesco  Arese  in  un  Carteggio  In- 
edito,"  in  the  "Nuova  Antologia,"  1-16  Gennaio, 
1921)  we  learn  that  Eugenie  wrote  to  "his"  (the  Em- 
peror's) "best  friend,"  to  wish  he  were  with  her  in 
her  grief;  to  ask  his  advice  about  a  letter  she  plan- 
ned writing  to  Victor  Emanuel;  to  say  that  her  son, 
departing  for  Zululand,  had  left  a  good-bye  for  him; 
to  bid  him  adieu  before  she  "left  Europe"  (appar- 
ently to  go  to  England).  It  has  been  suggested  that 
they  were  in  love.  Most  probably  they  were  not. 
There  appears  to  be  slight  foundation  for  such  a 
charge  except  in  her  letters;  and  those,  although 
deeply  affectionate,  are  not  love-letters. 

During  Arese's  last  illness  she  wrote  to  his  son, 
offering  to  come  to  her  old  friend.  He  died  in  1881, 
at  the  age  of  76. 
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€From  New  York,  by  Rail  and  Steam- 
boat, via  Philadelphia  and  Baltimore, 
to  Washington. 

ON  the  1 1  June  1837,  at  9  in  *he  morning,  I 
left  New  York  for  Philadelphia,  where  I 
arrived  at  5  that  afternoon,  having  made 
the  trip  partly  by  steamboat — first  on  an  arm  of 
the  sea  between  Staten  Island  and  New  Jersey, 
then  on  the  Delaware — and  partly  by  rail.  Before 
speaking  of  the  country,  I  will  say  two  words 
about  the  steamboats.  Despite  whatever  pride  I 
may  have  as  a  European,  I  must  admit  that  we  in 
Europe  cannot  form  any  idea  of  the  size  and  the 
luxuriousness  of  American  steamboats.  The  fin- 
est ones  we  have  in  Europe  are  much  inferior  to 
the  smallest,  the  wretchedest  ferry-boat  over  here, 
where,  parenthetically,  the  ferries  also  run  by 
steam.  In  all  the  boats  there  are  gentlemen's  sa- 
loons and  a  ladies'  saloon,  berths  for  two  or  three 
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hundred  people,  a  bar — or  cafe — where  you  can 
get  ices  and  all  kinds  of  cooling  drinks,  and  a 
barber-shop.  Every  boat  has  two  decks,  one  above 
the  other,  so  that  one  is  covered  and  the  other  not. 
The  large  boats  have  big  engines,  and  on  most  of 
the  rivers  they  are  high-pressure  engines,  which 
gives  you  the  great  advantage  of  making  16  or 
18  knots  an  hour,  not  to  mention  the  hope  of  an 
explosion;  but  those  happen  less  frequently  than 
one  would  expect. 

At  the  time  these  notes  were  made,  the  huge 
steamers  that  now  cross  the  ocean,  not  only  didn't 
exist,  but  what  is  even  stranger,  a  Commission  of 
Scientists  in  England  had  decided  that  it  would 
be  impossible  to  cross  the  ocean  by  steam.  Fifteen 
months  later  the  "Great  Western"  took  the  trou- 
ble to  contradict  them  effectually. 

Just  the  same  thing  occured  at  the  Academy  of 
Science  in  Paris,  when  the  immortal  Fulton  went 
to  Europe  and  offered  Napoleon  I  his  secret  of 
the  steamboat.  The  First  Consul  naturally  re- 
ferred the  matter  to  the  proper  judges,  and  the 
Academy  of  Science  reported  that  Fulton's  inven- 
tion was  that  of  a  charlatan. 

The  country  between  New  York  and  Philadel- 
phia is  not  extraordinarily  beautiful.  The  most 
remarkable  places  on   the  way  are,   first  New 


Chapter  One  *  3  * 

Brighton  on  Staten  Island.  Seen  from  afar,  this  lit- 
tle town  appears  magnificent;  one  would  take  it 
for  a  large  city  built  by  the  Greeks  or  the  Romans, 
so  great  is  the  number  of  its  columns;  but  seen 
from  nearby,  it  loses  the  whole  effect.  The  houses 
are  all  in  a  row,  and  look  more  like  big  chicken- 
coops  than  anything  else;  two  or  three  stories  of 
small  windows,  and  along  the  facade  columns 
with  no  proportions,  excessively  tall  and  thin.  Of 
course,  the  whole  thing  is  made  of  wood.  The 
Americans,  or  rather  the  New  Yorkers,  hate  fine 
trees  and  are  mad  about  columns,  and  so  they 
chop  down  magnificent  trees  and  give  themselves 
the  shade  of  gigantic  tooth-picks,  which  they  have 
the  impudence  to  call  columns,  and  it  is  much 
easier  to  find  columns  without  houses  than  houses 
without  columns,  be  it  said  for  the  love  of  truth 
and  of  the  fine  arts. 

The  second  fairly  noteworthy  place  is  South 
Amboy,  where  one  takes  the  train,  a  large  bay 
opening  right  into  the  ocean.  The  ships  come 
there  for  quarantine;  and  the  place  is  noted  too 
for  its  oyster-beds.  The  country  in  New  Jersey  has 
nothing  to  distinguish  it,  unless  it  be  orchards 
and  vegetable-gardens.  As  we  passed,  I  saw  the 
outside  of  Bordentown,  the  former  residence  of 
Joseph  Bonaparte;  the  estate  consists  of  a  big  park 
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and  various  buildings.  From  Bordentown,  where 
one  takes  another  steamboat,  to  Philadelphia, 
both  banks  of  the  crooked  Delaware  are  flat. 
Philadelphia,  if  not  the  most  poetical  town,  is  at 
least  the  prettiest,  the  best  built,  and  the  clean- 
est, that  I  ever  saw.  It  is  quite  flat,  the  streets  form 
right  angles  and  are  wide,  straight,  regular,  and 
so  clean  that  there  is  nothing  to  compare  them  to. 
In  Philadelphia  you  see  none  of  those  ugly  bar- 
racks, sort  of  huge  sentry-boxes,  that  mar  Broad- 
way, New  York's  best  street;  nor  do  you  see,  as  in 
the  latter  city,  a  discordant  incongruousness  of 
houses  that  puts  your  eyes  out.  Here  the  houses 
are  of  brick  with  white  marble  ornamentation; 
there  are  even  seen  buildings  entirely  of  white 
marble,  the  most  striking  of  which  are  the  Girard 
Exchange,*  the  United  States  Bank,  and  various 
churches  and  theatres,  which  decorate  the  city  ele- 
gantly, and  can  be  criticized  only  for  a  certain 
lack  of  taste  in  their  architecture,  a  fault  one  finds 
nearly  everywhere  in  America,  where  the  feeling 
for  art  and  for  beauty  is  as  yet  unknown.  One  of 
the  most  attractive  things  in  Philadelphia  is  the 
market;  everything  is  so  clean,  so  elegant,  so  taste- 
fully arranged,  that  you  almost  feel  you  are  seeing 

*It  seems  probable  that  Arese  confused  the  Exchange  with 
Girard  College  and  perhaps  made  one  building  out  of  two. 
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a  panorama  or  a  theatrical  performance.  The 
Philadelphians  are  very  proud  of  their  water- 
works, and  have  reason  to  be.  Those  works  con- 
sist of  a  simple  machine  that  pumps  the  water 
from  the  Schuylkill  up  to  the  top  of  a  hill  where 
it  is  received  in  four  large  reservoirs,  which  dis- 
tribute it  to  the  entire  town.  On  this  hill  they 
have  made  a  charming  promenade  from  which 
there  is  a  lovely  view  of  the  Schuylkill  and  its  pic- 
turesque banks. 

The  railway  to  Columbia  is  worthy  of  mention 
because  of  a  large  engine  designed  to  haul  the 
cars  up  and  let  them  down  on  a  part  of  the  line 
that  has  a  grade  of  10%.  I  happened  to  notice  that 
the  big  cable  working  the  motor  was  made  of 
Italian  hemp  from  Bologna.  I  could  not  say  for 
what  reason,  but  I  found  that  rope  magnificent, 
the  most  interesting  part  of  the  apparatus.  I 
wanted  to  examine  the  inside  of  the  machine  in 
detail,  but  its  owner  guarded  it  jealously  from  in- 
truders. On  my  way  back  from  Belmont*  I  saw 
the  famous  garden  of  Mr.  Pratt,t  which  has  noth- 

*  Belmont  on  the  Schuylkill  is  now  well  within  the  city  of 

Philadelphia. 

f  According  to  Walter  Rendell  Storey  in  the  "New  York  Times 

Magazine,"  May  10,  1931,  pp.  16,  17,  this  was  "Lemon  Hill, 

built  in   1798  on  the  site  of  Robert  Morris's  country  estate, 

where  in  his  famous  greenhouse  he  grew  the  first  lemon  trees 
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ing  remarkable  about  it  except  its  fine  position 
close  to  the  Schuylkill. 

I  visited  the  two  penitentiaries.  Outside  they 
are  Gothic  in  style  and  look  like  two  great  Me- 
diaeval castles.  Inside  they  are  very  nicely  built, 
of  stone,  and  clean  beyond  comparison.  The  pris- 
oners are  better  lodged,  better  fed  than  most  of 
the  pupils  in  the  boarding-schools  of  a  large  por- 
tion of  Europe;  and  I  might  even  venture  to  say 
that  they  are  almost  too  comfortable.  Each  one 
has  a  room  of  his  own,  and  in  one  of  these  prisons 
the  men  have,  besides,  each  a  little  yard  to  exer- 
cise in;  but  the  women  have  instead,  a  second 
room.  All  the  prisoners  have  beds  with  mattresses, 
and  clean  sheets  every  week,  the  requisites  for 
working  at  a  trade,  and  in  each  room  there  is  a 
water-faucet  and  a  water-closet.  It  is  a  very  sad 
thing  for  humanity  to  have  to  say  that  in  spite  of 
all  this,  and  of  all  possible  systems,  any  improve- 
ment in  the  character  of  the  inmates  is  scarcely 
noticeable,  or  so  the  various  directors  of  those  in- 
stitutions assured  me.  The  commonest  crime  is 
larceny,  and  the  ratio  of  blacks  to  white,  in  pro- 
portion to  population,  is  very  large. 

that  Philadelphia  had  ever  seen.  Morris  sold  the  property  to 
Henrv  Pratt.  .  .  .  The  mansion  is  now  occupied  by  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Fiske  Kimball." 
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One  rather  strange  thing  is  that,  though  the 
prisoners  have  knives  and  iron  instruments  for 
use  in  their  trades,  they  never  attack  their  keep- 
ers, and  suicide  is  quite  unknown. 

When  I  left  these  institutions,  I  wanted  to 
show  my  gratitude  to  the  porter,  who  had  guided 
me  through  them,  by  giving  him  a  small  coin,  but 
he  refused  absolutely  to  take  it.*  Tn  America 
everything  is  paid  for,  nothing  is  given  away. 
People  do  their  duty,  and  nothing  to  oblige.  The 
porter  was  paid  by  the  institution. 

The  various  things  manufactured  by  the 
prisoners  were  excellently  made.  Any  sums  ob- 
tained by  selling  them,  in  one  of  the  prisons,  go 
entirely  to  the  State,  which  keeps  an  account  with 
the  States  the  prisoners  belong  to.  However,  when 
a  prisoner  is  released,  he  gets  a  suit  of  clothes  and 
six  ecus.t  In  the  other  prison,  the  inmates  when 

♦Robert  James  Turnbull,  in  his  "Visit  to  the  Philadelphia 
Prison,"  Philadelphia  1796,  states  that  he  also  was  surprised  by 
the  guide's  refusing  a  tip.  The  "Pennsylvania  System"  was  of  so 
much  interest  in  many  places  that  a  French  translation  of 
Turnbull's  account  was  published  in  Paris  in  "l'an  VIII" 
(1800). 

fThe  ecu  varied  very  much  in  value  at  different  times  and  in 
different  places;  it  would  seem  probable  that  Arese  meant  six 
dollars.  He  was  of  course  told  in  dollars,  and  would  have  no 
reason  to  convert  the  amount  in  his  head,  and  some  ecus  were 
worth  very  nearly  a  dollar. 
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set  free  get  approximately  half  of  what  they  have 
earned,  the  expense  of  their  keep  being  deducted. 
The  Navy  Yard  or  Arsenal  would  not  deserve 
mention,  were  it  not  that  the  "Pennsylvania"  was 
there,  a  man-of-war  of  140  guns,  an  immense 
structure  which,  in  a  few  days  from  now,  will  be 
afloat.  She  will  be  launched  the  18  or  20  July. 
She  has  3  decks  and  i/2,  is  227  feet  long  by  60  wide; 
the  height  of  her  mainmast  above  water  level  is 
130  feet;  her  tonnage  is  3000.  1200  men  are  re- 
quired to  run  her.  When  completed  and  armed, 
she  will  have  cost  $500,000;  and  it  will  cost  the 
State  $400,000  a  year  to  keep  her,  in  war-time. 
This  ship,  which  will  cost  twice  as  much  as  two 
frigates  of  the  first  class,  will  be  less  useful,  for  in 
time  of  war  she  will  be  good  only  for  coastwise 
service,  to  prevent  blockades.  To  show  her  off 
they  are  going  to  send  her  to  make  a  parade-tour 
in  Europe,  and  after  that  will  use  her  as  a  school- 
ship.  I  hope  I  may  be  permitted  to  say  that  in  this 
country,  which  furnishes  the  best  sailors,  the 
sturdiest  and  bravest  sailors  in  the  world,  there  is 
no  naval  academy,  and  everything  goes  rather  by 
chance,  and  with  excellent  results.  It  appears  that 
the  Americans  being,  as  they  maintain,  very  re- 
ligious, have  not  wished  to  leave  Providence  noth- 
ing to  do,  and  so  have  given  it  special  charge  of 
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their  ships  and  steamers,  which,  if  Providence 
naps  or  forgets,  sink,  burn,  or  blow  up. 

I  have  spent  a  day  in  the  country  to  see  the 
environs,  which  are  charming,  especially  the 
banks  of  the  Schuylkill.  I  visited  various  points 
where  there  was  a  view  worthy  of  admiration.  In 
several  villages  I  noticed  manufactories,  mostly 
of  cotton. 

The  hotels  here  are  not  so  big  as  those  in  New 
York,  but  on  the  other  hand  the  service  is  far  bet- 
ter. In  several  stores  I  went  into,  I  observed  a 
politeness  and  courtesy  that  one  would  hunt  for 
in  vain  in  the  New  York  shops.  I  have  been  for- 
getting one  little  observation,  a  very  little  one, 
but  one  that  seems  to  me  an  excellent  illustration 
of  the  American  character:  at  the  larger  of  the 
two  prisons  there  is  a  rather  high  tower  with  a 
lightning-rod  on  it;  only  they  have  forgotten  to 
run  it  into  the  ground,  so  that  the  object  of  this 
lightning-rod  is  to  attract  lightning  to  the  tower 
instead  of  allowing  it  to  strike  one  of  the  trees  in 
the  surrounding  fields,  should  it  so  prefer.  In 
America,  so  long  as  things  have  been  made  and 
above  all  quickly  made,  whether  badly  or  well  is 
of  slight  importance.  In  New  York  I  saw  houses 
built  in  a  very  few  days,  but  they  were  falling  to 
pieces  before  the  roofs  were  on.  If  some  men  were 
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killed — "No  matter!",*  a  very  common  phrase 
in  America. 

I  have  also  been  through  the  National  Mu- 
seum,  which  gives  an  exact  idea  of  the  birth  of  the 
arts  and  the  sciences — a  few  dozen  pebbles,  some 
wretched  portraits  of  men  worthy  of  much  better 
fame,  some  miserable  animals  not  quite  badly 
enough  stuffed  to  make  the  rats  and  moths  re- 
spect them,  ail  old  Arab  saddlct  Indian  cos- 
tumes, a  Mexican  sabre,  and  a  French  helmet 
picked  up  on  the  field  of  Waterloo  and  orna- 
mented with  a  large  inscription.  I  did  not  bother 
my  head  much  about  the  Mexican  sabre,  but  as 
for  the  French  helmet,  I  wondered  why  it  was 
there.  Was  it  in  order  to  have  a  share  in  the  glory 
that  only  chance  and  treason  procured  for  their 
former  compatriots,  or  was  it  to  show  gratitude  to 
the  French  for  the  help  they  gave  them  during 
their  war  of  independence?  On  my  oath,  I  can't 
figure  it  out,  and  I  don't  believe  the  Americans 
can  either.  All  in  all,  their  museum  would  not  be 
out  of  place  on  the  quay  in  Paris  where  old  iron  is 
sold. 

Unfortunately  I  have  not  much  I  can  say  about 
Society  in  Philadelphia;   but  the  few  people  I 

*  In  English  in  the  text. 

f  The  text  has  "salle,"  which  surely  is  a  misprint  for  "selle." 
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have  met,  especially  ladies,  have  certainly  given 
me  an  exalted  idea  of  their  hospitality  and  amia- 
bility. I  left  Philadelphia  for  Baltimore  on  board 
one  of  the  usual  magnificent  steamboats:  on  the 
Delaware  to  New  Castle,*  then  by  railroad  to 
French  Town,  and  from  there  in  another  steam- 
boat on  the  Elk  River  and  Chesapeake  Bay  to 
Baltimore.  The  region  I  travelled  through  offers 
nothing  very  remarkable  excepting  Chesapeake 
Bay,  which  is  so  enormously  wide  that  it  would 
not  be  difficult  to  believe  oneself  on  the  ocean. 

Coming  up  to  Baltimore  you  see  Fort  Mc- 
Henry,t  but  the  weather  was  not  clear  enough  for 
me  to  see  it  very  well.  After  Philadelphia,  Balti- 
more did  not  make  an  extremely  agreeable  im- 
pression on  me.  The  streets  are  not  handsome, 
and  they  are  so  empty  that  you  could  use  them  for 
a  rifle-range  without  fear  of  wounding  any  one. 
The  most  noteworthy  things  are  the  monuments. 

*The  text  says  "New  York,"  undoubtedly  a  slip  of  Arese's  pen. 
The  delightful  "Illustrated  Atlas,  Geographical,  Statistical,  and 
Historical,  of  the  United  States,  and  the  Adjacent  Countries" 
by  T(homas)  G(amaliel)  Bradford,  Boston,  n.d.  (Copyrighted, 
1838)  shows  clearly  that  the  railway  ran  from  New  Castle, 
Delaware. 

fThe  original  says  "le  fort  Fleury."  This  time  I  think  that 
Arese  omitted  the  "Mc"  and  that  the  rest  was  a  misprint.  In 
handwriting  Fl  may  often  be  easily  mistaken  for  an  H,  and  of 
course  small  u  and  small  n  are  alike  in  the  average  handwrit- 
ing. 
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One  of  them,  to  Washington,  is  a  tall  column  with 
a  statue  of  the  great  man.  This  monument  would 
be  really  beautiful,  if  the  thickness  of  the  pedestal 
did  not  spoil  it.  From  the  top  there  is  rather  a 
pretty,  though  not  an  extensive  outlook.  The 
other  monument,  neither  large  nor  beautiful,  was 
erected  in  memory  of  the  citizens  who  died  in 
1814  fighting  against  the  English,  whom  they 
repulsed. 

In  the  evening  I  had  the  unhappy  idea  of  going 
to  the  theatre.  No,  the  liveliest  and  most  daring 
imagination  would  be  puzzled  to  form  an  idea  of 
the  Baltimore  theatre!  The  darkness  was  very 
slightly  broken  by  a  few  poor  tallow  candles;  but 
one  could  not  complain  too  much  about  that,  be- 
cause the  shadows  did  something  to  hide  the 
dirtiness  of  the  theatre  and  of  the  audience,  who, 
to  tell  the  truth,  were  of  the  lowest  class.  The  pro- 
gramme comprised  "The  Tower  of  Notre  Dame," 
and  the  "Capture  of  Algiers."  In  the  third  act 
there  was  a  "Court  of  Miracles,"  which  was  such  a 
miracle  of  absurdity  that  I  began  to  laugh  hyster- 
ically. Fearing  the  hisses  might  lead  to  other  more 
concrete  and  violent  demonstrations,  I  thought  it 
prudent  to  decamp.  I  consoled  myself  for  not  see- 
ing Algiers  by  the  sweet  reflection  that  the  Algiers 
I  had  really  seen  would  leave  me  a  more  exact  and 
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charming  souvenir  than  any  I  could  have  got 
from  the  Algiers  of  the  Baltimore  theatre.  In 
New  York  admission  costs  §1,  at  Philadelphia  3^, 
and  at  Baltimore  i/£.  Taking  everything  into  con- 
sideration, Baltimore  is,  in  its  atmosphere,  much 
more  the  small  town  than  Philadelphia,  and  very 
much  more  than  New  York.  I  met  very  few  peo- 
ple there,  but  those  I  did  meet  I  found  most  amia- 
ble and  hospitable.  They  were  good  enough  to 
give  me  all  possible  information  about  that 
region. 

From  Baltimore  I  went  to  Harper's  Ferry  by 
railway.  The  country  is  rather  fine.  The  line  runs 
along  the  Patapsco,  and  there  are  pretty  farms  on 
the  banks,  and  a  fertile,  well-cultivated  soil.  At 
about  50  miles  from  Baltimore  we  reached  Point 
of  Rocks,  where  the  Potomac  first  becomes  visible. 
The  Shenandoah  has  already  flowed  into  it  at 
Harper's  Ferry.  The  view  is  magnificent,  varied 
by  the  crookedness  of  the  river  and  by  several  fine 
rocks,  and  above  all  by  the  Blue  Ridge,  which  can 
be  seen  far  away.  The  outskirts  of  Harper's  Ferry 
are  sublimely  beautiful.  To  reach  the  town  you 
go  over  a  bridge  900  feet  long,  which  crosses  both 
rivers  at  their  junction.  I  climbed  to  the  top  of  a 
hill  called  Jefferson's  Rock,  above  Harper's 
Ferry.  It  is  one  of  the  most  beautiful  outlooks 
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imaginable.  In  order  to  give  a  good  description,  I 
will  quote  what  Jefferson  himself  said: 

"The  passage  of  the  Potomac  through  the  Blue 
"Ridge  is,  perhaps,  one  of  the  most  stupendous 
"scenes  in  nature.  You  stand  on  a  very  high  point 
"of  land;  on  your  right  comes  down  the  Shenan- 
"doah,  having  ranged  along  the  foot  of  the  moun- 
tain an  hundred  miles,  to  seek  a  vent.  On  your 
"left  approaches  the  Potomac,  in  quest  of  a  pas- 
sage also;  in  the  moment  of  their  junction,  they 
"rush  together  against  the  mountain,  rend  it 
"asunder  and  pass  on  to  the  sea."  * 

Near  the  top  of  the  hill  are  a  Catholic  church 
and  a  Masonic  Hall.  The  rock  has  been  given  the 
name  of  Jefferson  because  it  is  from  there  that  he 
wrote  his  description,  and  he  could  certainly  not 
have  chosen  a  better  place,  for  the  view  one  enjoys 
from  there  is  such  as  to  electrify  the  soul,  even  a 
soul  of  ice.  The  railroad  from  Baltimore  to  Har- 
per's Ferry  is  the  one  called  the  "Baltimore  and 
Ohio,"  which  at  present  goes  only  to  Winchester, 
that  is  to  say  covers  only  a  few  miles,  but  which 
will  soon  be  extended  as  far  as  Wheeling. 

This  railway  is  a  very  good  example  of  the  en- 
terprising courage  of  the  Americans;  and  Euro- 
peans in  general,  and  Italians  in  particular,  ought 
*  In  English  in  the  text;  and  here  corrected. 
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certainly  to  wish  to  exchange  (if  that  were  pos 
sible)  some  of  their  paintings  and  statues  for  a 
few  leagues  of  railway.  I  went  to  see  a  musket  fac- 
tory belonging  to  the  State,  which  turns  out  12,- 
000  a  year,  and  a  carbine  factory,  which  turns  out 
9,000.  The  carbines  are  breech-loading  and  not 
rifled,  but  their  barrels  diminish  toward  the  muz- 
zle, and  instead  of  a  ramrod  they  have  a  bayonet 
so  long  and  thin  that  it  did  not  appear  strong 
enough  to  pierce  a  belt-strap  and  gave  rather 
more  the  impression  of  a  spit  than  of  a  bayonet. 

I  left  Harper's  Ferry  for  Washington  by  the 
canal.  The  boat,  though  not  big,  was  very  nice- 
looking  and  comfortable,  and  had  two  saloons, 
one  for  ladies  and  one  for  men.  I  dined  and 
lunched  on  board  very  well:  for  instance,  they 
gave  us  ice-water,  a  comfort  not  to  be  exagger- 
ated, and  one  found  everywhere  in  America,  even 
in  hamlets  consisting  only  of  a  stable  for  the  stage- 
horses  and  a  log-house  for  the  hostlers — a  place 
where  you  stop  just  to  change  horses,  and  where 
you  can  have  all  the  ice  you  want  without  there 
ever  being  a  question  of  paying  anything  for  it. 
The  boat  is  towed  by  two  horses,  changed  every 
hour,  and  she  makes  six  miles  an  hour.  The  coun- 
try is  lovely,  and  the  two  aqueducts,  Monocacy 
and  the  one  called  Seneca,  are  magnificent.  Near 
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Seneca  I  saw  the  town  of  Berlin,  consisting  of 
three  wooden  houses.  Although  American  towns, 
are  printed  in  large  letters  on  the  map,  they  are 
generally  microscopic  on  the  ground. 

I  also  saw  a  place  where  there  is  a  quarry  of  a 
marble  called  Pudding-Stone  because  of  its  re- 
semblance to  that  dish.  With  that  stone  they  have 
built  the  Capitol  at  Washington.  I  saw  the  water- 
falls of  the  Potomac,  which  are  inferior  to  those  at 
Schaffhausen.  The  canal  follows  the  course  of  the 
Potomac,  and  therefore  there  is  always  a  fine  view. 
Washington,  except  for  the  President's  house  and 
the  Capitol,  might  be  called  a  disappointment. 
One  might  strive  in  vain  to  find  a  city  there.  All 
there  is  are  one  big  street  and  some  houses  scat- 
tered here  and  there.  But  happily  for  the  Amer- 
icans, it  would  be  a  huge  mistake  to  judge  the 
United  States  by  its  capital.  The  Capitol  is  an  im- 
mense building,  whose  principal  parts  consist  of 
a  great  rotunda  with  a  dome,  the  Chamber  of 
Commons  (sic)  (which  is  not  so  fine  as  the  one 
in  Paris,  or  perhaps  even  the  one  in  Brussels)  and 
the  Senate  Chamber.  The  rest  of  the  structure  is 
occupied  by  a  library  and  offices.  As  usual,  there 
are  a  great  many  columns,  good  statues  in  Car- 
rara marble,  and  a  monument  to  the  brave  sailors 
who  lost  their  lives  at  Tripoli.  In  the  rotunda 
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there  are  paintings,  which  I  was  assured  are  fine. 
Unfortunately  I  could  not  judge  for  myself,  be- 
cause the  dome  was  being  restored  and  on  that  ac- 
count the  pictures  were  covered.  On  the  whole, 
the  Capitol  is  a  big  and  fairly  handsome  building, 
well  placed  on  an  eminence.  The  President's  resi- 
dence makes  a  pretty  good  impression.  I  saw  his 
reception  rooms,  which  are  excellently  furnished. 
On  one  white  marble  console  I  noticed  a  German 
papier-mache  snuff-box  with  the  President's  por- 
trait. The  house  is  in  the  middle  of  a  garden, 
which  is  raised  about  three  feet  above  the  sur- 
rounding ground  and  not  separated  by  either 
walls  or  fences,  ditches,  or  hedges.  And  apropos  of 
that,  I  think  it  needless  to  say  that  the  guard- 
house and  the  sentry-boxes  have  been  entirely  for- 
gotten. All  you  do  is  knock  at  the  door;  a  white 
or  a  black  servant  tells  you,  without  any  mas- 
ter of  ceremonies,  grand  chamberlain,  grand 
esquire,  or  other  anthropophagos  being  required, 
whether  or  not  the  President  is  at  home.  In  the 
latter  case,  he  tells  you,  "The  President  holds  a 
public  reception  between  10  and  noon."  The  next 
day,  if  you  feel  inclined,  it  is  sufficient  to  hand  in 
your  card  and  you  can  have  the  honor  of  being 
presented. 
The  offices  of  the  various  ministries  are  in  build- 
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ings  of  a  uniform  appearance  not  far  from  the 
President's  house.  I  forgot  to  say  that  the  Capitol 
rotunda  is  96  feet  in  diameter  and  in  height,  that 
it  is  adorned  with  a  handsome  bronze  statute  of 
Jefferson,  cast  in  Paris,  and  that  the  marble 
statues  decorating  the  facade  are  by  an  Italian 
artist. 

From  Washington  I  went  to  Alexandria,  a  very 
pretty  little  town.  From  there  I  went  on  to  Mount 
Vernon,  which  was  George  Washington's  last 
residence  after  he  relinquished  the  Presidency. 
His  tomb  is  there.  It  was  Sunday,  and  the  lady  of 
the  house,  widow  of  a  nephew  of  the  celebrated 
General*  does  not  allow  visitors  on  her  property 
that  day.  I  wrote  her  a  note,  and  she  was  not  only 
so  kind  as  to  make  an  exception  in  my  case  be- 
cause I  am  a  foreigner,  but  also  so  polite  as  to  have 
refreshments  served  to  me,  fruit  and  wines.  I  in- 
finitely regretted  not  being  able  to  thank  her  in 
person  for  being  extremely  obliging.  The  house  is 
prettily  built  and  well  placed,  on  a  hill  whence 
one  enjoys  a  beautiful  view  over  the  Potomac. 
The  garden  and  the  park  are  everything  that 
could  be  desired.  Inside  the  house  one  sees  the 
General's   spy-glass,    two   chairs   and   a   marble 

♦Jane  Charlotte  Washington  (nee  Blackburn)  was  the  widow 
of  John  Augustine,  a  grand-nephew  of  Washington's. 


Chapter  One  *  I  g  * 

mantel-piece  sent  to  Washington  by  Lafayette, 
and  the  keys  of  the  Bastille  in  Paris.  In  the  park 
there  is  a  sort  of  little  room  or  chapel  built  of  red 
brick  with  a  small  iron  door,  above  which  the  fol- 
lowing words  from  Holy  Scripture  are  chiselled: 
"I  am  the  resurrection  and  the  life:  he  that  be- 
"lieveth  in  me,  though  he  were  dead,  yet  shall  he 
"live,  and  whosoever  liveth  and  believe th  shall 

"never  die.  M<-     T  ,        ,  .  c  „* 

St.  John,  chap,  xi,  25,  26.  * 

A  few  cedars  and  other  trees  spread  their  shade 
over  this  big  dais  or  little  room,  and  the  whole  is 
enclosed  by  a  wall,  and  above  the  iron  grill  form- 
ing a  fence,  one  reads: 

Within  this  enclosure 

Rest 

The  remains  of  General  George  Washington.^ 

The  simplicity  of  the  inscription  and  of  the 
monument  is  entirely  suitable  to  the  simplicity 
of  manner  and  character  in  that  brave  and  up- 
right citizen.  Every  man  with  a  heart  will  under- 
stand better  than  I  could  express,  the  almost  re- 
ligious emotion  I  felt  on  finding  myself,  so  to 
speak,  on  that  holy  ground.  Despite  the  sign  in 

*In  English  in  the  text,  but  printed  with  some  slight  errors, 
fin  English  in  the  text. 
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large  letters  forbidding  any  one  to  touch  the 
trees  and  flowers  that  cover  the  tomb,  I,  with 
my  guide's  permission,  plucked  several  small 
branches  and  some  blossoms,  for  myself  and  for 
those  of  my  friends  who  will  know  how  to  value 
them.  The  amount  of  land  in  the  lady's  property 
is  12,000  acres. 


€  Across  Virginia  by  Stage. 

I  returned  to  Alexandria  and  to  Washington, 
where  I  sailed  on  a  Potomac  steamboat  to 
Potomac  Creek,*  whence  I  continued  on  by 
stagecoach  to  Fredericksburg,  Orange  Court- 
house, and  Charlottesville.  I  found  nothing  re- 
markable along  the  whole  route,  except  one  fine 
view  of  the  Blue  Ridge.  We  went  through  the 
Gold  Country^  without  my  becoming  any  the 
richer. 

From  Charlottesville  I  went  to  visit  Monti- 
cello,  the  former  residence  of  Jefferson.  The 
house  is  charming  and  built  with  much  taste  and 
intelligence;  but  as  the  President  died  poor,  it 

*  Arese  says  "Potomac  break."  Unable  to  find  that  on  any  map 
of  the  period  or  later,  my  guess  is  that  he  asked  somebody  on 
board,  "What  is  that?"  at  the  time  they  were  in  sight  of  the 
mouth  of  Potomac  Creek,  which  flowed  into  the  river  a  few 
miles  above  where  the  boat  did  land  to  connect  with  the  stage 
he  took;  and  that  when  he  wrote  up  his  diary,  that  was  what 
came  to  him,  very  likely  in  the  form  of  "Potomac  break." 

f  English  in  the  text.  Alexander  Brown  says  of  this  part  of 
Virginia  ("Genesis  of  the  United  States,"  1890,  p.  583,  foot- 
note 2) ,  "now  known  as  the  eastern  gold  belt  of  Virginia." 
Pyrite  is  found  there. 
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was  sold  cheap,  I  don't  know  to  whom,  but  cer- 
tainly to  some  wretched  ostrogoth  who  instead  of 
taking  care  of  it,  is  allowing  it  to  fall  ignomini- 
ously  to  pieces.  Its  situation  and  the  view  from  it 
surpass  any  possible  words.  On  one  side  extends 
what  I  should  like  to  call  a  mountainous  plain — 
to  speak  a  little  more  exactly,  a  very  broken  plain 
covered  with  forest,  beyond  which  the  Bucking- 
ham Mountains  are  visible,  80  miles  away.  On  the 
other  side  one  sees,  first  University,  the  site  of  the 
university  built  by  Jefferson,  who  by  means  of  a 
telescope  oversaw  the  work  from  his  garden  and 
kept  track  of  its  daily  progress.  Beyond,  there  is  a 
series  of  mountains  all  hemmed  in  by  the  Blue 
Ridge,  which  is  seen  in  all  its  splendor.  In  the  gar- 
den, which  is  worthy  of  the  house,  there  is  a  monu- 
ment to  Jefferson,  consisting  of  a  simple  little 
obelisk  that  one  might  more  correctly  call  a 
marker,  with  a  very  simple  inscription  giving  Jef- 
ferson's name  and  the  date  of  his  birth.  I  went  to 
University,  which  takes  its  name  from  the  uni- 
versity I  mentioned  above,  that  of  the  State  of 
Virginia.  Though  on  a  small  scale,  its  buildings 
are  commodious  and  in  excellent  taste.  The  sys- 
tem of  liberty,  which  reigns  everywhere  in  the 
United  States,  might,  with  much  profit,  be  re- 
strained in  regard  to  education.  Certainly  the 
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nation  would  be  a  great  gainer.  The  courses  in 
medicine  and  surgery,  for  example,  are  too  short; 
and  it  even  happens  quite  often  that  men  practice 
those  professions  without  having  finished  the 
course  or  taken  a  degree.  I  met  a  number  of  pro- 
fessors and  spent  a  most  agreeable  evening  with 
them.  Among  others,  there  was  one  Penci  from 
Milan,  fencing  and  gymnastic  master.  The  col- 
lege or  university,  a  mile  away  from  Charlottes- 
ville, was  built  by  Jefferson  in  1826.  It  now  has 
265  students  whose  annual  expense  is  $25,000, 
while  each  student  spends  $300.  The  college  be- 
longs to  the  State.  Between  Charlottesville  and 
Staunton  I  made  a  detour,  leaving  the  stagecoach 
route  to  visit  Weyer's  Cave  and  the  New  Cave. 
The  cave,  or  grotto,  called  Weyer's  was  discov- 
ered by  him  by  chance  while  he  was  hunting  a 
porcupine. 

The  entrance  to  the  cave  is  through  a  very  low 
and  very  inconvenient  little  hole.  I  spent  3  hours 
visiting  it.  The  stalactites  are  magnificent  and 
gigantic.  I  sadly  reflected  that  if  the  gentlemen 
who  have  taken  the  trouble  to  tell  us  that  the 
earth  is  only  5000  odd  years  old,  had  come  to  visit 
this  cave,  when  they  saw  the  immense  stalactites 
and  considered  how  slowly  those  grow,  they 
would  not  have  hesitated  an  instant  to  call  our 
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earth  a  few  centuries  older.  I  afterwards  visited 
the  New  Cave,  where  the  stalactites  are  not  so 
fine,  but  the  cave  itself  is  more  grandiose  and  sub- 
lime. From  Staunton  I  went  to  see  the  Warm 
Springs  and  the  Hot  Springs.  The  country  every- 
where in  Virginia  is  magnificent  and  very  inter- 
esting, for  it  affords  admirable  views  every  mo- 
ment, and  from  the  mountain-tops  they  are  all  the 
finer  because,  the  summits  being  saddle-shaped 
and  never  flat,  you  can  look  out  over  two  valleys 
at  once. 

The  Warm  and  the  Hot  Springs,  excepting  for 
the  beauty  of  their  situations,  do  not  deserve  a 
visit.  They  form  an  exception  in  Virginia  where 
all  the  little  inns  are  clean  and  good,  for  here  the 
rooms  are  small  and  dirty,  and  in  some  of  them 
there  are  two  beds  and  whether  you  will  or  no  you 
have  to  sleep  in  the  same  room  or  sometimes  even 
in  the  same  bed  with  whoever  happens  along.  I 
believe  that  if  they  were  in  Europe  and  you  sent 
a  mangy  dog  there,  the  dog,  though  an  animal  so 
affectionate  and  devoted  to  its  master,  would  re- 
bel rather  than  take  the  cure.  On  the  road  be- 
tween Warm  and  Hot  Springs,  which  I  did  on 
foot,  I  had  a  tussle  with  a  rattlesnake,  the  first  one 
I  ever  saw  outside  a  cage.  I  killed  it  with  my  walk- 
ing-stick and  took  its  rattles  for  a  trophy.  There 
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were  seven  of  them,  which  shows  that  it  was  7 
years  old,  for  they  are  its  birth  certificate,  and  it 
surely  is  a  funny  idea  to  carry  that  on  the  end  of 
your  tail.  One  thing  that  shocked  me  a  good  deal 
at  Warm  Springs  was  to  read  in  the  regulations: 

White  servant  per  week     —  6  dollars 
Colored  ditto  and  Horses  —  4  dollars.* 

Although  conscious  of  being  in  a  State  where 
slavery  still  nourishes,  my  dignity  as  a  man  was 
sorely  wounded  at  seeing  my  fellow  man,  whether 
white  or  black,  put  on  the  same  level  as  an  animal. 
I  shall  say  nothing  as  to  the  usefulness  of  slavery 
or  its  abolition.  So  much  has  been  talked  about  it 
that  nothing  new  remains  to  be  said.  I  shall  limit 
myself  to  remarking  that  the  negroes  who  are 
slaves  are  far  more  industrious,  cleaner,  happier, 
healthier  than  the  free  ones,  and  that  they  are  not 
the  object  of  the  flat,  absurd  witticisms  of  the 
whites,  as  is  unhappily  the  case  in  the  States  where 
slavery  has  been  abolished.  This  is  not  because  the 
dignity  of  man  or  the  self-respect  of  those  unfor- 
tunates is  more  respected  in  those  where  slavery 
still  exists,  for  the  slave  is  not  considered  as  a  man, 
but  as  money;  and  money  is  much  more  respected 

*  In  English  in  the  text. 
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than  self-respect  is  or  the  dignity  of  man  or  any- 
thing else  besides  money. 

The  Warm  Springs'  water  is  sulphureous  and 
has  a  temperature  of  980  Fahrenheit;  the  Hot 
Springs  are  also  sulphureous  and  from  980  to  106. 
I  went  from  Hot  Springs  to  see  the  Natural  Bridge 
and  was  obliged  to  spend  a  day  on  the  way:  it  was 
the  4th  of  July  and  I  was  enchanted  to  see  that 
national  holiday.  The  evening  before  there  was  a 
great  display  of  fireworks;  5  rockets  were  sent  up, 
and  3  of  them  were  star-rockets  of  5  stars  apiece, 
and  not  very  bright  stars  at  that.  As  for  the  other 
two,  it  would  be  hard  for  me  to  describe  them, 
since  one  of  them  wouldn't  go  off  and  the  other 
one,  instead  of  shooting  into  the  air,  thought  it 
better  to  burrow  into  the  ground.  The  next  morn- 
ing the  musket-firing  began  and  the  band  of  the 
volunteers  or  National  Guard  played  national 
anthems  in  the  street,  and  pretty  well  too.  The  re- 
view was  at  8,  and  the  men,  without  having  too 
martial  an  air,  were  well  set-up.  Their  uniforms 
were  passably  clean,  but  had  the  fault  of  all  the 
American  uniforms  I  have  seen,  that  of  being  too 
richly  embroidered  and  too  theatrical.  At  11 
everybody  went  to  the  church  where  the  minister 
read  the  Declaration  of  Independence,  and  fol- 
lowed it  with  an  excellent  politico-moral  sermon. 
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Then  the  band  played  the  national  airs  of  "Hail, 
Columbia"  and  "Yankee  Doodle,"  and  then  the 
crowd  dispersed,  to  meet  again  at  3  for  dinner. 
They  did  me  the  honor  to  admit  me  to  a  banquet 
that  might  truly  be  called  political  and  patriotic, 
and  I  was  greatly  flattered.  There  were  160  odd 
people  there,  and  though  Americans  are  accused 
of  being  not  too  sober,  I  am  forced  to  say  that  not 
a  soul  got  drunk.  After  the  dinner,  which  didn't 
last  over  i/2  hour,  several  toasts  were  drunk.  The 
first  was  to  "the  4th  of  July,  1776,"  the  next  to 
General  George  Washington,  the  third  to  Gen- 
eral Lafayette;  and  many  others  followed.  Among 
the  banqueters  were  two  old  veterans  that  had 
served  under  Washington,  one  of  whom  was  a 
negro  who  had  gone  everywhere  with  the  brave 
general,  and  for  that  reason,  a  half-century  later, 
he  was  allowed  the  honor  once  every  year  of  sit- 
ting down  to  table  with  white  men!  There  was 
nothing,  absolutely  nothing  in  this  celebration 
that  suggested  in  the  remotest  degree  that 
trumped-up  joy,  that  official  gaiety  they  gratify  us 
with  in  Europe,  quite  contrary  to  our  desire. 
Here  the  joy,  the  enthusiasm,  were  real,  natural, 
heartfelt.  Everything  was  authentic.  »Each  indi- 
vidual was  rightly  proud  to  feel  himself  an  Amer- 
ican. Each  one  believed  himself  to  share  the  glory 
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of  Washington,  Jefferson,  Marshall,  and  the  other 
illustrious  men  whom  not  only  America  but  the 
whole  world,  has  the  right  to  be  proud  of.  Oh, 
God,  when  shall  my  own  beautiful  and  wretched 
country  be  able  to  celebrate  a  day  like  that?  It  was 
regretfully  that  I  the  next  day  quitted  the  dear 
little  town  where  I  had  experienced  so  many  emo- 
tions, sweet  and  sad  at  the  same  time,  but  all  very 
lively,  to  go  see  the  Natural  Bridge.  This  bridge, 
called  "Natural"  because  Nature  made  it,  might 
perhaps  with  even  better  reason  be  called  the 
supernatural  bridge,  so  large  is  it  and  so  sublime 
in  its  savage  beauty.  The  bridge  is  240  and  more 
feet  above  the  little  brook  called  Cedar  Creek. 
The  length  of  the  arc  is  60  feet  and  its  thickness 
45.  Magnificent  as  it  really  is,  I  am  not  certain  it 
would  make  the  same  effect  if  placed  over  the  Via 
Mala  or  the  St.  Gothard. 

In  the  evening  I  went  back  to  Lexington,* 
which  is  a  pretty  little  town  with  an  excellent  ho- 
tel, like  all  those  in  Virginia,  where  I  for  the  first 
time  saw  a  very  simple  and  useful  little  machine, 
which  I  should  call  a  ventilator  or  fly-chaser.  It 
consists  of  several  frames  covered  with  cloth  and 
with  a  fringe  of  feathers,  hung  at  the  right  dis- 

*  Evidently  it  was  Lexington  -where  Arese  was  invited  to  the  4th 
of  July  banquet  that  so  moved  him. 
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tance  above  the  table,  and  so  arranged  as  to  be  set 
swinging  by  means  of  a  cord,  which  an  active 
negress  never  leaves  idle.  And  apropos  of  ne- 
gresses,  may  I  be  permitted  to  say  that  at  Char- 
lottesville I  was  shown  a  pretty  one — although 
she  was  no  longer  young — who  had  beautified  the 
last  days  of  Jefferson.  It  appears  that  the  cele- 
brated author  of  the  Declaration  of  Indepen- 
dence did  not  profess  any  great  contempt  for 
ebony,  so  long  as  it  wTas  solid  and  of  good  quality. 

From  Lexington  I  went  to  White  Sulphur 
Springs,  crossing  the  range  of  the  Alleghanies, 
which  divides  the  waters  falling  into  the  Atlantic 
from  those  falling  into  the  Mississippi. 

White  Sulphur  Springs  is  the  most  fashionable 
watering-place  in  Virginia;  and  there  one  meets 
people  from  every  State  in  the  Union.  It  is  an 
establishment  belonging  to  Mr.  Coldwell  (sic) . 
His  estate  covers  5000  acres,  and  I  have  several 
times  gone  deer-hunting  on  it.  The  establishment 
could  not  be  better  laid  out.  It  is  in  a  small  valley, 
and  consists  of  200  cottages  nicely  built  of  wood, 
a  big  dining-room  140  feet  long  and  30  feet  wide, 
where  there  are  at  times  600  guests  and  room  for 
them  all,  a  ballroom  and  various  shops.  All  this 
has  been  constructed  after  no  plan,  but  bit  by  bit 
as  there  was  need  to  enlarge  the  accommodations: 
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but  this  irregularity  is  not  unattractive;  the 
greater  part  of  the  houses  are  built  along  several 
lines  or  parallels,  which  cross  one  another;  splen- 
did trees  are  scattered  here  and  there,  the  green 
carpet  spread  at  their  feet  is  cut  up  by  little  paths, 
and  the  whole  impression  is  rather  that  of  a  camp. 
The  table  is  pretty  good,  but  people  dine  so  fast 
and  in  such  a  disagreeable  way,  that  you  have  no 
time,  no  leisure  to  appreciate  the  cook's  talents. 
Late-comers  take  no  more  than  10  or  15  min- 
utes. The  entire  dinner  is  served  on  one  plate, 
roast  beef,  potatoes  (inevitably),  venison,  currant 
jelly,  ham,  vegetables,  eggs,  what  else  besides?  It 
makes  you  think  of  remnants  from  the  master's 
table,  all  put  together  in  one  dish  for  the  cat.  It  is 
a  strange  spectacle  to  see  the  cohort  of  waiters, 
white,  black,  and  mulatto,  running  about  and 
colliding  while  they  serve  that  multitude  of 
guests,  while  the  patter  of  their  rapid  steps  min- 
gles with  the  clatter  of  plates  and  the  rattle  of 
knives  and  forks  to  disturb  the  forced  silence  of 
those  eating. 

Being  now  at  White  Sulphur  Springs  and  hav- 
ing brought  my  diary  up  to  date,  let  me  say  a  few 
words  about  Virginia  in  general.  The  roads  in 
Virginia  are  terrific,  sometimes  covered  with 
great  stones  which  it  would  not  be  fair  to  call 
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gravel,  but  for  the  most  part  with  a  surface  that 
holds  the  water,  so  that  after  rains,  which  are  fre- 
quent in  this  region  the  stagecoach  wheels  sink 
into  mud  up  to  the  axle,  when  the  wrind  has  dried 
the  roads.  The  puddles  are  so  deep  that  if  there 
were  others  equal  at  the  antipodes,  it  would  be 
very  easy  to  establish  communications.  When  the 
ground  is  so  marshy  that  there  would  not  be  any 
method  of  passing  over  it,  the  road  is  paved  with 
little  trees  laid  crossways  side  by  side,  so  that  the 
jouncing  one  enjoys  is  of  extreme  violence  and 
liveliness.  The  only  way  to  form  any  idea  of  it 
would  be  to  drive  a  carriage  down  a  stairway  of 
very  high  and  uneven  treads.  To  the  charm  of  the 
roadway  must  be  added  that  of  the  carriages  or 
diligences,  which  are  called  Stages.  They  have  big 
bodies  with  six  windows  and  three  seats,  into 
which  are  packed  several  unhappy  travellers, 
who  are  just  as  comfortable  as  anchovies  in  a  keg. 
There  is  no  outside  or  imperial,  only  one  place 
beside  the  driver.  The  large  body  is  hung  from  4 
so-called  springs,  which  are  nothing  but  four 
pieces  of  iron  set  at  right  angles  to  the  axles  and 
holding  up  the  vehicle  by  means  of  very  long 
braces,  whose  movement  might  very  easily  make 
you,  in  a  fatal  moment  of  distraction,  pop  out  of 
the  door.  You  can  hang  on,  grip  on,  cling  on  as 
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much  as  you  are  able,  you  will  land  every  evening 
shattered,  bruised,  done  up! 

The  horses  are  good  and  in  Eastern  Virginia 
they  are  generally  splendid  and  could  go  a  great 
deal  faster  if  the  roads  allowed  it.  The  harnesses 
are  clean  and  well  made,  and  the  drivers,  though 
not  so  good  as  English  coachmen,  are  still  very 
much  superior  to  those  one  has  the  displeasure  of 
seeing  on  the  seats  of  the  diligences  in  France. 
Whenever  I  was  able,  I  have  taken  the  place  next 
the  driver  and  have  chatted  with  him;  and  usu- 
ally I  have  found  agreeable  men  who  have  given 
me  all  the  information  I  desired;  men  not  lack- 
ing in  education,  not  simply  in  regard  to  their 
own  country,  their  government,  industries,  etc., 
etc.,  but  also  able  to  talk  very  sensibly  about 
Europe  and  its  geography  and  institutions. 

The  fare  on  the  stages  is  twice  as  high  as  on 
those  in  Europe,  with  the  added  pleasure  that  in 
the  same  length  of  time  you  cover  only  half  the 
distance.  Virginia  is  incontestably  one  of  the  most 
beautiful  countries  one  could  find.  It  is  a  charm- 
ing cross  between  the  lower  parts  of  Switzerland 
and  the  Black  Forest.  The  greater  part  of  it  is  cov- 
ered with  forests  of  oak  and  other  trees  of  a  fine 
dark  green.  Several  mountain  ranges  cross  it 
parallel  to  the  Ocean.  Their  highest  peaks  rise  to 
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6000  feet  at  the  very  most,  so  that  it  would  be  on 
the  whole  more  correct  to  call  them  big  hills 
rather  than  mountains.  Usually  the  scenery  is 
charming:  the  sole  objection  possible  is  that  of 
monotony,  because  there  are  no  lakes  or  big  rivers 
to  give  variety.  The  soil  is  very  fertile,  and  there 
are  such  pretty  farms  as  might  easily  give  one  the 
taste  for  a  pastoral  life.  Rye,  wheat,  Turkish  grain 
which  here  is  called  Indian  corn,  and  barley  all 
grow  to  perfection.  Fruit  trees  are  not  abundant, 
and  since  I  arrived  in  Virginia  I  think  I  have  not 
eaten  a  single  piece  of  fresh  fruit.  In  no  European 
country,  with  the  exception  of  Sicily,  is  hospital- 
ity practiced  so  well  as  in  Virginia.  In  this  respect 
one  might  say  that  the  Golden  Age  has  taken 
refuge  in  this  lovely  land.  The  stiffness  you  are 
vexed  at  finding  elsewhere  in  the  Union,  is  in 
Virginia  replaced  by  friendliness;  and  it  has  hap- 
pened to  me  more  than  once  to  get  acquainted  in 
the  stage  with  people  who  have  immediately  in- 
vited me  to  their  houses  and  have  there  treated 
me  as  well  as  they  could  a  member  of  their  own 
family.  Other  times,  when  I  had  asked  informa- 
tion about  things  I  was  going  to  see,  people  have 
been  so  kind  as  to  accompany  me  for  distances  of 
28  and  30  miles. 

The  hotels  in  Virginia  are  excellent.  When  the 
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good  people  of  an  inn  used  to  sympathize  with  me 
because  I,  a  European,  had  to  stay  in  taverns  like 
theirs,  I  was  forced  blushingly  to  admit  that,  ex- 
cepting in  a  very  few  regions,  I  might  travel 
through  the  whole  of  Europe  without  finding  a 
hotel  so  good  as  the  one  I  was  staying  in;  espe- 
cially in  view  of  the  fact  that  this  was  not  in  a  big 
city,  but  in  what  is  here  called  a  city  of  200  or  300 
inhabitants,  and  that  sometimes  the  hotel  was 
nothing  more  than  a  posting-station  alone  in  the 
middle  of  a  forest.  Upon  my  word,  I  defy  any  one 
to  find  in  small  European  villages  a  hotel  equally 
clean  and  well-provided,  never  forgetting  a  sup- 
ply of  ice-water  and  iced  milk.  Besides,  I  must 
note  the  amiability  and  cordiality  of  the  pro- 
prietors, who  have  more  than  once  made  me  re- 
gret not  being  able  to  make  a  longer  stay  with 
them.  Manners  in  Virginia  are  very  simple;  but  if 
at  times  the  exterior  is  not  attractive,  if  their  ways 
are  not  quite  so  polished  as  might  be  wished,  all 
that  quickly  disappears  when  one  sees  what  kind- 
ness and  sincerity  there  is  in  these  good  folks:  and 
not  only  are  they  most  kind  and  cordial,  but  they 
are  not  lacking  in  education  and  in  lively  and 
very  decided  political  feelings.  A  striking  and 
curious  contrast  is,  that  whereas  in  the  North  peo- 
ple are  very  liberal  in  private  but  are  aristocrats 
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both  socially  and  as  citizens,  toward  the  South 
where  because  of  slavery  they  are  tyrannical  des- 
pots, they  are  on  the  contrary  most  liberal  in  their 
political  activities,  as  if  perhaps  fearful  lest  some- 
body might  treat  them  with  the  tyranny  they 
themselves  employ  toward  their  slaves. 

Although  the  system  of  public  education  is  not 
so  good  as  farther  North,  still  primary  schools  are 
everywhere;  and  Virginia  has  given  not  to  the 
United  States  alone  but  to  the  whole  world  a 
Washington,  a  Jefferson,  a  Monroe,  and  others 
still.  More  than  once  while  hunting  I  have  been 
in  the  middle  of  a  forest  whose  silence  was  broken 
solely  by  the  voices  of  twenty  or  thirty  children 
learning  to  spell.  It  was  very  strange  in  a  forest 
like  that,  where  there  was  not  a  dwelling  in  sight, 
to  see  a  rough  log-house  used  as  a  school  for  the 
children  of  the  wood-choppers  and  the  farmers, 
who  sent  them  there  from  three  or  four  miles 
round  about. 

From  White  Sulphur  Springs  I  made  a  trip  to 
Sweet  Springs.  The  road  between  the  two  resorts, 
as  always  in  Virginia,  is  horrible  as  to  surface  and 
splendid  as  to  scenery.  Sweet  Springs  is  magnifi- 
cently situated,  but  not  yet  well  developed.  I  re- 
turned to  White  Sulphur,  I  remained  there  two 
days  to  take  leave  of  my  acquaintances,  and  I 
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started  for  Guyandotte.  At  White  Sulphur  I  got 
to  know  persons  from  various  States,  and  in  gen- 
eral I  certainly  found  them  very  pleasant  and 
well-bred,  but  with  marked  differences.  The 
Northerners,  for  instance,  are  more  formal,  may- 
be more  selfish  and  hard  than  the  Easterners  and 
Southerners,  whose  simplicity,  candor,  and  laisser 
aller  make  it  easy  to  overlook  a  slight  tactlessness 
sometimes  found  in  some  of  them. 

The  road  from  White  Sulphur  to  Guyandotte 
provides  the  traveller  not  only  with  fine  land- 
scape, but  also  with  other  interesting  things  to  see. 
You  go  through  the  pretty  town  of  Lewisburg  and 
from  there  to  Blue  Sulphur  Springs,  where  the 
hotel  has  a  good  situation  and  is  large  enough  to 
hold  250  people.  Next  I  crossed  the  Sewell  and 
the  Gauley  Mountains,*  which  contain  rich  coal 
mines.  I  visited  the  New  River  Cliffs,  also  called 
the  Hawk's  Nest.  This  is  one  of  the  most  beautiful 
natural  sights  I  have  ever  seen.  Under  almost  per- 
pendicular rocks  a  thousand  feet  high  the  New 
River  flows  rapidly  through  its  very  shut-in  and 
very  sombre  valley.  Excepting  one  portion  of  this 
valley  which  is  full  of  boulders,  the  rest  is  covered 
with  dark  green  trees.  I  saw  this  magnificent  land- 
scape at  a  most  favorable  moment — the  setting 

*  In  the  text  these  names  come  out  as  Suvell  and  Coulee's. 


* 


Chapter  Two  *  37 

sun  shone  full  upon  it:  the  warm  and  lively  colors 
and  shadows  sharply  cut  by  the  edge  of  the  moun- 
tains, enhanced  even  further  the  sublimity  and 
poetry  of  a  place  which,  of  the  sombre  sort,  is  one 
of  the  loveliest  to  be  found.  It  is  very  sad,  how- 
ever, for  these  poor  Americans  that  they  have  no 
idea,  no  feeling  of  beauty.  They  do  not  see  or 
imagine,  they  do  not  feel  the  truly  lovely  and 
grand.  Not  a  single  travel-book,  not  a  guide-book 
or  description,  mentions  this  place.  I  believe  that 
the  Americans  are  fated  not  to  know  what  to  be 
pleased  with  themselves  for.  They  never  talk  to 
you  of  their  canals,  of  their  railways,  or  of  their 
steamboats,  or  of  their  navy,  or  of  their  various 
institutions;  and  certainly  they  would  have  rea- 
son to  be  proud  and  even  very  proud  of  all  of 
them.  But  on  the  other  hand  they  will  rupture 
your  ear-drums  with  their  pictures,  their  statues, 
their  monuments,  their  architecture,  their  army; 
and  I  give  you  my  word  of  honor,  all  that  has  no 
more  sense  to  it  than  nothing.  On  board  a  steam- 
boat an  officer  from  West  Point,  which  we  were 
then  leaving,  asked  me  if  the  school  there  was 
similar  to  those  at  Strasbourgand  Metz.  I  told  him: 
"Almost,sir;  except  that  the  one  atWestPointpre- 
pares  for  a  skeleton  army  of  6,000  men,  whereas 
the  others  prepare  for  one  of 450,000 underarms." 
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When  I  was  at  West  Point  they  waked  me  at  4 
in  the  morning  to  see  the  guard  changed.  There 
were  20  privates  and  1  petty  officer.  Instead  of 
watching  the  guard  come  up,  I  myself  went  up  on 
the  terrace  to  see  the  sunrise  and  to  enjoy  at  such 
a  moment  the  view  of  a  scene  that  God  made  for 
the  purpose  of  giving  us  a  good  idea  of  his  ability. 

I  went  to  see  the  Falls  of  the  Kanawha,  which 
are  pretty  enough  without  being  anything  re- 
markable. There  is  plenty  of  water,  but  it  falls 
only  15  or  20  feet.  I  took  in  the  pretty  little  town 
of  Charles  town,  Virginia,*  and  the  Salt  Works. 
In  order  to  get  the  salt,  pits  have  been  dug  close 
to  the  river,  and  the  salt  water  is  drawn  from 
them  by  means  of  pumps  worked  by  steam  en- 
gines. Then  by  evaporation  almost  two  million 
bushels  of  salt  a  year  is  made,  and  for  the  most 
part  consumed  in  the  West,  where  it  is  easy  to 
ship  it  by  the  Kanawha,  the  Ohio,  and  the  Missis- 
sippi. I  also  saw  the  Burning  Spring,  which  is 
nothing  more  than  a  little  escape  of  inflammable 
gas,  which  they  light  when  they  wish  to.  It  is  simi- 
lar to  Pietra  Mala  near  Bologna,  except  that  at 
Pietra  Mala  the  gas  is  burning  all  the  time,  and 
much  more  of  it. 

*  Now,  of  course,  West  Virginia;  which  is  true  also  of  Guyan- 
dotte  specified  below  as  being  at  the  Western  tip  of  Virginia. 
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I  crossed  the  Kanawha  by  a  ferry  whose  wheels 
were  turned  by  a  team  of  horses  walking  on  a  mov- 
ing platform  parallel  to  the  wheels'  axle,  and 
which  by  means  of  a  cog-wheel  made  the  wheels 
of  the  boat  revolve.  A  very  simple  machine,  but 
very  cleverly  made,  for  it  takes  only  a  small  space, 
and  the  crossing  is  made  much  quicker  than  on 
our  European  ferries. 

I  reached  Guyandotte.  The  region  I  went 
through  and  the  valley  of  the  Kanawha  are  very 
well  cultivated  and  scattered  with  charming  and 
rich  farms.  At  Guyandotte,  at  the  extreme  West- 
ern tip  of  Virginia,  I  left  that  beautiful  country, 
not  indeed  with  tears  in  my  eyes,  but  certainly 
with  great  regret.  If  I  had  obeyed  my  feelings,  I 
would  have  let  the  Ohio,  the  West,  and  the  whole 
business,  go  to  the  devil,  and  returned  to  pass  the 
Summer  very  agreeably  in  some  corner  of  that 
lovely  district:  but  I  perceive  that  I  am  becoming 
American:  "No  Matter  and  goahead."*  I  went 
aboard  a  small  steamboat  at  Guyandotte,  and 
small  though  it  was,  still  it  was  an  American 
steamboat,  which  is  to  say  well-made,  pretty, 
clean,  and  comfortable. 
•  Printed  precisely  thus  in  the  text. 
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€Down  the  Ohio  &  Up  the  Mississippi 
to  Saint  Louis. 

From  Guyandotte  I  went  to  Cincinnati.  The 
Ohio,  which  the  French — the  first  colonizers 
thereabouts — had  good  reason  for  calling  la 
belle  riviere,  is  really  a  lovely  river;  and  its  banks 
covered  with  well-cultivated  hills,  fine  farms,  and 
growing  towns,  offer  the  traveller  a  beautiful  and 
ever  varied  panorama.  In  the  background  there  is 
often  a  second  range  of  higher  hills  covered  with 
magnificent  woods.  Unfortunately  the  rains  had 
made  the  water  muddy,  and  that  detracted  a  good 
deal  from  the  beauty  of  the  landscape. 

As  we  sailed  past  I  saw  the  town  of  Portsmouth 
built  on  a  high  bank  of  the  river;  and  its  large 
shops  and  stores,  the  activity  I  noted  there,  gave 
me  a  good  idea  of  the  extent  of  its  commerce.  I 
could  see  Maysville,*  too,  but  by  moonlight,  so 
that  I  cannot  report  much  about  it.  During  this 
short  trip  on  the  river  I  saw  a  large  number  of 
steamboats  and  flatboats  going  upstream  and 

*  Which,  however,  is  in  Kentucky. 
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down,  which  showed  me  how  progressive  the  re- 
gion is.  Cincinnati  is  the  biggest  town  in  Ohio, 
and  I  believe  the  biggest  in  the  West,  and  is,  so  to 
say,  the  commercial  metropolis  of  this  section  of 
the  Union.  The  town  is  well  situated  and  well 
built,  rather  in  the  style  of  Philadelphia  (which  is 
a  very  pretty  style),  and  the  astonishing  thing  is 
that  the  town  began  its  existence  in  i8o8,#  that  in 
1816  it  had  16,000  inhabitants,  in  1830  26,000, 
and  today  reckons  40,000. 

There  are  many  Germans  and  Alsatians  there, 
about  four-fifths  of  the  population,  and  the  sound 
of  "Ja,  mein  Herr"  in  the  streets,  the  number  of 
cafes  and  beer-halls  with  German  signs,  the  pea- 
sants dressed  in  black  velvet  and  red  coats  with 
big  silver  buttons,  for  a  moment  carried  me  in 
imagination  to  Mannheim;  and  the  similarity  to 
Mannheim,  even  in  the  construction  of  the 
streets,  made  the  dream  seem  more  real.  Mann- 
heim, however,  is  a  far  better-looking  town  than 
Cincinnati. 

I  saw  the  outside  of  the  house  Mrs.  Trollope 
built,  whose  architecture  is  as  grotesque,  as  bi- 
zarre as  the  lady's  writings.  I  took  a  ride  on  the 
surrounding  hills,  whence  one  enjoys  a  magnifi- 
cent view,  of  the  city  and  of  the  river,  which  traces 

*  Cincinnati  dates  from  1788. 
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a  fine  meandering  design  between  Ohio  and  Ken- 
tucky. The  country  houses  I  saw  are,  on  the  ex- , 
terior,  similar  in  style  to  chalets  in  Switzerland. 
To  do  something  quite  unusual,  I  will  put  the 
date.  Today  is  16  July,  Cincinnati,  evening;  and 
tomorrow  I  shall  leave  to  cross  Kentucky. 

I  left  Cincinnati,  bound  for  Lexington.  On 
the  shore  of  the  Ohio  opposite  Cincinnati  you 
find  two  sweet  little  towns  separated  by  the  little 
river  Licking.  I  cannot  refrain  from  remarking 
on  the  striking  contrast  between  the  cities  on  the 
two  banks  of  the  Ohio.  Cincinnati  is  only  some 
thirty  years  old  and  already  has  a  population  of 
40,000  and  is  continually  growing.  Newport, 
which  is  in  Kentucky  and  one  of  the  oldest  towns 
there,  which  has  been  in  existence  160  years,* 
and  which  at  the  time  of  the  War  of  Indepen- 
dence was  a  recruiting-station  for  the  army  of  the 
republic,  contains  only  1600  inhabitants  and  is 
not  growing  at  all.  The  comparison  I  have  just 
made  between  the  two  towns  can  be  extended 
(but  not  so  strikingly)  to  the  States  of  Ohio  and 
Kentucky.  And  what  is  the  cause  of  this?  Slavery. 
Persons  in  Kentucky  enlightened  enough  to  see 
that,  admit  it  and  wish  the  system  might  be  abol- 

*  Newport,  Kentucky  according  to  "The  National  Gazatteer" 
of  L  de  Colange,  New  York,  1884,  was  founded  in  1791  and  was 
accordingly  46  years  old  at  the  time  of  Arese's  visit. 
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ished,  finding  it  not  only  unnecessary  for  their 
State,  but  even  harmful. 

From  Newport  I  went  to  Georgetown,  crossed 
Eagle  Hill,  and  by  way  of  Frankfort  a  charming 
little  place  well  situated  on  the  shore  of  the  Ken- 
tucky, I  came  to  Lexington  (Kentucky),  a  pretty 
town  that  might  be  called  rural,  because  the 
houses  are  so  scattered  about,  that,  excepting  for 
the  main  street  and  one  or  two  others,  you  would 
think  you  were  looking  rather  at  a  group  of  coun- 
try-houses than  at  a  town  properly  so-called.  I 
went  to  call  on  Mr.  Henry  Clay,  the  great  man  of 
the  district  for  whom  I  had  a  letter.  He  has  run 
for  President  and  had  a  very  good  chance  of  being 
elected.  Unfortunately  he  was  not  on  his  estate, 
but  gone  to  town  for  the  court  sessions,  or  some 
such  thing.  I  was  shown  over  his  house  and  his 
farm,  the  one  very  well  built,  comfortable,  and 
handsomely  furnished,  and  the  other  quite 
worthy  to  serve  as  a  model  for  that  kind  of  de- 
velopment. I  was  urged  to  return  the  next  day 
to  see  Mr.  Clay,  but  as  that  would  have  made  me 
lose  two  days,  I  gave  it  up. 

I  admit  that  I  have  not  the  mania  that  impels 
the  English  and  the  Americans  to  get  acquainted 
with  famous  men,  not  in  order  to  realize  their 
talents  and  merits,  but  merely  so  as  to  be  able  to 
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say,  "I  am  very  well  acquainted  with  him."* 
Really,  unless  you  are  very  indiscreet,  a  first  visit 
can  never  be  long  enough  to  enable  you  to  judge 
of  a  man's  qualities,  but  only  perhaps  of  his  pa- 
tience. I  think  this  way  of  becoming  acquainted 
with  a  man  through  one  call,  is  about  the  same  as 
that  adopted  in  visiting  libraries,  when  one  re- 
stricts himself  to  looking  at  the  illustrations  and 
the  bindings  of  the  books. 

I  left  Lexington  to  go  to  Louisville,  a  pretty, 
well-built  town  on  the  Ohio,  and  very  commer- 
cial. In  the  evening  I  went  to  the  theatre,  which 
was  not  bad,  and  the  audience  rather  superior. 

The  most  sincere  and  least  bombastic  Ameri- 
cans tell  you  that  the  country  around  Lexington 
is  the  garden  of  the  United  States:  the  others  tell 
you  it  is  the  garden  of  the  world!  In  reality  it  is 
very  beautiful,  but  in  a  positive,  numerical  way, 
a  money-beauty,  in  short  an  American  beauty. 
It  is  a  district  of  an  unrivalled  richness  of  soil, 
having  fields  covered  with  grain  5  feet  tall.  It  is 
a  district  so  flat  as  to  give  an  excessively  uniform 
and  monotonous  horizon.  In  one  word,  it  is  a 
district  that  appeals  to  the  purse,  not  to  the  imag- 
ination. Before  I  leave  Ohio  and  Kentucky,  may 
I  be  permitted  to  make  a  few  general  remarks? 

*  In  English  in  the  text. 
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The  State  of  Ohio  is  excellently  cultivated, 
and  the  Germans  who  form  the  greater  part  of  its 
population  are  the  best  settlers  one  could  desire. 
I  cannot  say  much  about  the  interior,  because  I 
saw  that  State  only  from  the  steamboat  and  know 
nothing  but  the  towns  and  their  environs.  Ken- 
tucky is  also  a  very  rich  land  agriculturally.  There 
I  saw  fine  fields  and  splendid  forests,  much  more 
beautiful  than  those  I  had  gone  through  in  Vir- 
ginia. In  Virginia  the  virgin  forests  are,  to  tell 
the  truth,  a  wall  of  leaves,  trunks,  and  creepers,  so 
compact  and  tight  that  it  is  quite  impossible  to 
penetrate  them  without  an  axe.  To  that  must  be 
added  the  fact  of  a  great  many  trees  felled  either 
by  lightning  or  by  the  wind,  and  rotting  where 
they  lie.  In  that  sort  of  forest  most  of  the  trees 
are  not  of  large  size,  because  by  being  crowded 
together  they  prevent  one  another  from  growing 
as  much  as  they  might  or  would  like  to.  The 
small  amount  of  ground  one  can  see  is  swampy, 
for  the  sun's  rays  have  a  hard  time  getting  in  to 
dry  the  soil.  In  those  forests  you  often  find  all 
kinds  and  all  sizes  of  snakes.  Rattlesnakes  are 
very  common;  their  music  is  frequently  heard. 
Parenthetically:  that  is  one  of  the  varieties  of 
American  music  I  care  for  least.  In  Kentucky  on 
the  other  hand,  the  trees  in  the  forests  have  plenty 


46 


Travel  Notes 


of  room,  so  that  they  attain  a  gigantic  size,  and 
your  eyes  can  see  to  a  great  distance  in  the  forests, 
whose  soil  is  covered  with  grass  of  a  most  lovely 
green.  The  first  forests  of  that  sort  I  saw  made 
me  suppose  that  men's  hands  had  had  something 
to  do  with  their  aspect,  and  I  began  to  consider 
the  desirability  of  virginity  to  be  overrated,  es- 
pecially in  regard  to  forests.  But  later  I  perceived 
that  these  also  were  virgin  forests,  and  that  re- 
stored some  of  my  esteem  for  the  quality. 

The  ways  of  the  inhabitants  of  Ohio  and  even 
more  those  of  the  Kentuckians,  are  the  contrary 
of  those  of  the  Virginians.  It  is  the  reverse  of  the 
medal;  and  if  the  Ocean  separated  the  States,  the 
difference  could  not  be  greater.  Out  of  love  for 
the  truth  I  must  say  that  as  for  people  I  had  intro- 
ductions to,  I  found  them  very  nice;  but  the 
crowd  travelling  by  steamboat  or  stage,  the  indi- 
viduals encountered  in  hotels  (and  that  takes  in 
all  classes,  for  in  America  and  especially  in  the 
West  everybody  travels) — I  must  say  that  the 
crowd  is  badly  brought-up,  rude,  uncivil,  dis- 
agreeable, stinking:  in  a  word,  they  are  animals 
of  an  inferior  type  dressed  like  men.  I  may  add  to 
this  that  the  Kentuckians  have  an  exaggerated 
conceit;  and  if  the  Americans  themselves,  who  in 
general   are   more   than   sufficiently   conceited, 
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make  the  same  criticism  I  make,  one  is  really 
forced  to  say  that  this  fault  in  the  dear  inhabi- 
tants of  Kentucky  surpasses  every  extreme.  I  can- 
not resist  copying  here  a  sign  I  read  where  it  hung 
in  the  reading-room  of  the  best  hotel  in  Louis- 
ville, perhaps  the  most  important  and  busiest 
city  in  Kentucky: 

"Gentlemen  are  particularly  requested  not  to 
"deface  or  remove  the  files  of  Newspapers  from 
"the  Readingroom;  waste  paper  can  be  had  on  ap- 
plying at  the  bar!"* 

In  spite  of  this  so  clear  and  solemn  notice,  not 
a  single  newspaper  had  been  respected;  and  you 
must  remember  that  the  season  for  fevers  and 
other  sicknesses  had  not  yet  begun. 

I  took  a  steamboat  at  Louisville  to  go  down  the 
Ohio,  a  fine  river  though  a  trifle  monotonous. 
The  water,  which  generally  is  clear  and  green, 
was  unfortunately,  during  my  voyage,  muddy; 
and  as  it  was  too  low  for  running  the  rapids,  the 
steamboat  went  through  a  canal  dug  for  that  pur- 
pose parallel  to  the  Ohio.  It  is  2  miles  long,  and  is 
connected  with  the  river  by  4  big  locks,  one  after 
the  other.  32  minutes,  watch  in  hand,  was  enough 
to  work  those  huge  gates — about  the  length  of 
time  taken  by  the  stages  to  change  horses.  Un- 

*  In  English  in  the  text. 
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lucky  they  who  are  condemned  to  travel  by  land 
in  America!  But  on  the  other  hand,  lucky  those 
who  can  travel  by  water,  either  in  sailboats  on  the 
sea,  or  on  steamboats  on  the  rivers,  and  even  by 
boat  on  the  canals! 

After  the  canal,  the  banks  of  the  Ohio  for  some 
100  miles  are  handsome,  being  high  and  clothed 
with  woods;  but  then  they  become  flat  and  monot- 
onous. Now  and  then  houses  are  to  be  seen,  culti- 
vated fields,  and  little  villages  honored  with  the 
name  of  towns.  At  Trinity  you  pass  from  the  Ohio 
into  the  Mississippi.  Because  of  rains,  the  waters 
of  the  two  rivers  at  the  junction  were  equally 
muddy.  So  I  could  not  enjoy  the  sight  of  their 
two  currents — one  usually  clear  and  the  other 
always  turbid — flowing  along  without  mingling. 
Nevertheless  I  was  able  to  form  some  idea  of  it  by 
seeing  several  small  streams  whose  water  was  as 
clear  as  crystal,  empty  into  the  Mississippi  and 
keep  their  own  color  as  far  away  as  eye  could 
follow. 

The  Mississippi  is  an  imposing  river.  It  might 
be  called  a  prolonged  lake.  Its  banks  are  in  gen- 
eral flat  and  covered  with  poplars,  so  that  it  re- 
minded me  of  our  own  Po.  Its  current  is  pretty 
strong;  sometimes  it  is  even  5  to  6  miles  an  hour. 
Some  hundreds  of  miles  below  Saint  Louis  you 
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begin  to  see  bluffs;  and  I  must  mention  one  called 
the  Tower*  because  of  its  shape,  which  stands  in 
the  water  like  an  island.  The  shores,  which  are 
forever  eaten  away  and  carried  off  by  the  river, 
and  the  enormous  number  of  floating  trees,  give 
the  impression  of  a  perpetual  flood.  On  the  banks, 
in  the  midst  of  forests,  you  see  plantations  and 
small  towns,  whose  names  I  cannot  be  blamed  for 
not  having  charged  my  memory  with,  for  fre- 
quently two  or  three  log-houses  bear  the  name  of 
some  great  European  capital,  or  another  name 
famous  in  history.  12  miles  below  Saint  Louis  you 
see  Jefferson  Barracks,  where  the  government 
keeps  several  regiments  to  protect  the  country 
thereabouts  against  Indians. 

One  remarkable  thing  is  that  between  Louis- 
ville and  Saint  Louis,  a  distance  of  500  to  600 
miles,  I  saw  the  wrecks  of  at  least  25  boats.  When 
I  asked  an  explanation  from  persons  familiar 
with  the  region,  they  told  me  that  on  the  average 
about  forty  a  year  are  either  run  aground  or  burn 
or  blow  up.  Since  there  are  400  to  500  steamboats 
in  the  West,  this  gives  the  terrifying  proportion  of 
10  percent.  The  greater  number  run  on  sand- 
banks or  are  ripped  open  by  what  the  Americans 
call  snags  and  the  French  chicots:  that  is  to  say, 

*  Grand  Tower  Island  in  Perry  County,  Missouri. 
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trees  carried  by  the  current.  Sometimes  the  roots 
of  these  get  caught  in  the  river  bed  and  the  top 
sticks  up  in  the  air  until  in  winter  the  boughs  are 
cut  off  by  ice,  so  that  the  end  of  the  trunk  is  just 
on  the  surface  of  the  water.  These  are  not  danger- 
ous to  a  boat  going  downstream,  because  they 
yield  to  pressure;  but  when  they  are  a  foot  or  two 
under  the  surface  and  the  pilot  of  a  boat  going 
upstream  does  not  see  them  in  time  to  avoid  them, 
they  make  a  hole  in  the  boat,  which  sinks  at  once. 
More  than  once  these  snags  have  been  known  to 
protrude  into  passengers'  staterooms.  What  a 
pleasant  surprise! 

There  is  a  mistaken  idea  that  the  usual  cause  of 
steamboats'  exploding  is  the  habit,  the  mania  for 
racing.  I  cannot  possibly  share  that  opinion. 
When  the  boats  are  going,  the  captain  is  on  the 
bridge,  the  mate  at  the  wheel,  the  two  engineers 
in  their  place,  everybody  where  he  ought  to  be, 
and  an  accident  is  almost  impossible.  I  have  ob- 
served all  this  more  than  once.  And  when  another 
vessel  comes  into  sight  and  has  been  recognized, 
especially  if  she  is  swift,  you  would  think  the 
trumpet  had  blown  for  battle.  I  believe  the  gen- 
eral reason  for  disaster  is  the  following:  steam- 
boats stop  very  frequently  to  take  and  discharge 
passengers    and    freight.    Sometimes    they    stop 
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longer  than  they  expected  to,  the  steam  in  the 
boilers  condenses,  and  the  water  diminishing  on 
that  account  permits  the  upper  part  of  the  boiler 
to  get  red  hot:  the  cold  water  afterwards  intro- 
duced suddenly  with  the  first  stroke  of  the  piston 
causes  the  boiler  to  explode;  and  then  the  whole 
vessel  is  torn  apart,  people  are  hurled  into  the  air, 
scalded,  wounded,  crippled,  and  what  remains  of 
them  goes  to  feed  the  fishes.  But  all  that  does  not 
bother  the  Americans,  so  long  as  you  can  go  and 
go  quickly:  and  in  view  of  their  carelessness  and 
indifference,  I  cannot  conceive  why  there  are  not 
even  more  accidents. 

I  was  on  board  the  "Tempest,"  reading  in  the 
saloon,  when  somebody  came  hurrying  to  tell  me 
to  go  up  on  deck  and  see  a  steamboat  that  had 
sunk  while  she  was  trying  to  help  another  get  re- 
floated. As  we  wTere  making  16  knots,  instead  of 
going  on  the  bridge,  I  went  on  the  roof  in  order 
to  see  farther  (the  vessels  in  the  West  do  not  usu- 
ally have  an  open  deck,  but  they  have  two  cov- 
ered decks  and  a  roof),  and  the  first  thing  I  saw 
was  fire  on  that  roof,  with  flames  3  or  4  feet  high. 
I  at  once  yelled,  "Fire  aboard,"  a  terrible  cry,  but 
a  magic  one  on  anything  that  floats.  Everybody 
began  rushing  about,  they  came  up  on  the  roof 
where  I  was,  the  captain  ahead.  The  stewards  had 
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put  mattresses  to  air  on  the  roof  and  the  sparks 
incessantly  pouring  from  the  smokestacks  had  set 
them  afire.  The  mattresses  were  thrown  into  the 
water,  and  all  was  in  order  again.  But  for  a  lucky 
chance  the  "Tempest"  five  minutes  later  would 
have  ended  her  career:  the  roof  was  covered  with 
canvas  waxed  and  varnished,  so  that  the  fire 
would  not  have  taken  long  to  spread  to  the  whole 
vessel.  For  the  sake  of  future  voyagers  I  hoped 
that  the  captain  would  swear,  at  least  that  he 
would  scold  and  forbid  putting  any  more  mat- 
tresses on  the  roof;  but  he  did  not  say  a  single 
word. 

But  something  that  gave  me  a  much  more  dis- 
agreeable shock  on  the  same  boat  was  this: — a 
miserable  German  who  had  nothing  in  the  world 
except  the  sack  on  his  back,  had  been  taken 
aboard  gratis  on  condition  of  his  helping  load 
wood:  very  nice!  But  what  was  not  very  nice  is 
that  the  poor  devil  having  been  ill  in  the  night 
and  unable  to  load  the  darned  wood,  next  morn- 
ing was  pitilessly  put  ashore  at  the  first  landing, 
to  get  out  of  his  plight  as  best  he  could.  Unfor- 
tunately this  was  not  generally  known  until  the 
man  was  already  ashore  and  the  rowboat  that  took 
him  had  returned,  so  that  it  was  too  late  to  help 
him  in  any  way.  An  incident  much  more  serious, 
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and  really  atrocious  and  barbarous,  took  place  on 
the  Mississippi  only  some  two  months  ago.  Dur- 
ing the  night  a  steamboat,  which  if  I  am  not  mis- 
taken was  named  the  "Bensherod,"*  caught  fire. 
The  crew,  seeing  that  the  fire  was  spreading  hor- 
ribly fast,  took  to  the  rowboats  without  troubling 
themselves  to  ring  the  alarm  and  warn  the  unfor- 
tunate passengers,  who  were  awakened  by  the 
flames  or  by  water.  About  180  persons  were  killed, 
and  only  10  or  12  had  the  good  luck  to  save  them- 
selves. But  the  last  word  in  shameless  atrocious- 
ness  was  the  behavior  of  the  captain  of  another 
steamboat,  who  when  the  next  morning  he  passed 
through  the  debris  of  the  burned  boat  and  saw 
several  people  that  had  been  fortunate  enough  to 
cling  to  it,  not  only  did  not  try  to  rescue  them,  but 
did  not  even  stop  his  engines  and  thus  ruthlessly 
submerged  the  poor  souls  whom  fire  and  water 
had  spared!  I  would  not  believe  such  horrors  had 
I  not  read  the  details  in  all  the  American  news- 
papers. 

The  city  of  Saint  Louis  is  built  on  an  inclined 
plane,  so  that  when  you  arrive  there  by  river,  it  is 
like  an  amphitheatre.  Six  years  ago  this  town 
scarcely  existed,!  and  now  it  has  a  population  of 

*  He  was  slightly  mistaken.  She  was  called  the  "Ben  Sherrod." 
■f-  Possibly;  but  it  had  been  there  seventy-four  years. 
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almost  18,000,  and  the  day  I  arrived  there  I 
counted  48  steamboats  at  the  dock,  and  they  were 
magnified  steamboats,  fabulous  in  size  and  lux- 
uriousness.  I  went  over  the  "Saint  Louis,"  which 
has  8  boilers  and  2  engines,  a  tonnage  of  1000, 
and  very  often  400  passengers  on  board. 

The  most  remarkable  thing  at  Saint  Louis,  and 
the  thing  that  has  caused  the  rapid  development 
of  its  commerce  and  wealth,  is  the  American  Fur 
Company, #  founded  by  Mr.  Astor,  who  is  now  at 
this  moment  the  richest  man  in  America,  that  is 
to  say,  in  the  United  States.  He  is  said  to  be  worth 
30  million  dollars.  This  immense  enterprise, 
whose  object  is  to  cover  the  forests  and  the  prairies 
of  the  Far  West,  is  divided  into  two  sections:  one, 
under  the  direction  of  Mr.  Ramsay  Crooks,  takes 
care  of  the  Mississippi  and  the  Great  Lakes;  the 
other,  of  the  region  extending  from  the  Missouri 
to  the  Rocky  Mountains,  and  it  has  Mr.  Chouteau 
at  its  head.  I  had  the  good  fortune  to  meet  both  of 
these  very  worthy  men,  without  whose  help  it 
would  have  been  quite  impossible  for  me  to  un- 

*  The  very  excellent  book  "The  American  Fur  Trade  of  the 
Far  West,"  Capt.  (now  Gen.)  Hiram  Martin  Chittenden,  New 
York,  1902,  p.  364,  says,  "...  1834,  when  the  Northern  Depart- 
ment, retaining  the  name  of  American  Fur  Company,  was  sold 
to  a  company  of  which  Ramsay  Crooks  was  the  principal  part- 
ner, and  the  Western  Department  to  Pratte,  Chouteau  and 
Company  of  St.  Louis." 
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dertake  the  trip  I  intended  to  make.  This  huge 
company  has  several  steamboats  and  several  thou- 
sand men  in  its  service.  Mr.  Crooks  was  one  of  the 
fearless  travellers  that  first  crossed  the  American 
continent  and  the  Rocky  Mountains  and  made  an 
outpost  on  the  shore  of  the  Pacific  Ocean  and 
called  it  Astoria.  It  was  destroyed  by  specious  pre- 
texts raised  by  the  jealousy  of  England — a  thing 
that  happens  very  frequently  to  new  colonies. 
The  trade  is  widespread,  and  would  be  far  more 
so,  if  Europe  permitted  the  importation  of  Amer- 
ican pelts  and  furs. 

The  proverb  says  that  when  you  speak  of  a  wolf 
you  will  see  his  ears  or  his  tail,  and  sometimes  it  is 
true.  Yesterday  I  wrote  a  few  lines  about  steam- 
boats' exploding,  and  an  hour  since  I  looked  on  at 
one  of  the  horrible  spectacles.  I  was  in  the  offices 
of  the  American  Fur  Company,  which  are  on  the 
levee,  when  an  explosion  sounding  like  that  of  a 
mine,  was  heard.  A  vast  mass  of  white  smoke,  or 
rather  steam,  terrible  cries,  human  bodies,  boxes 
and  bales  of  merchandise,  planks  floating  down- 
stream, all  this  tossed  about  pell-mell,  left  no 
doubt  about  what  sort  of  accident  had  occurred. 
There  were  7  men  dead  and  several  severely 
wounded.  I  saw  one  whose  skin  had  been  loosened 
by  boiling  water,  and  what  was  detached  from  his 
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breast  hung  down  nearly  to  his  thighs.  It  was 
dreadful  to  see.  Several  small  boats  were  imme- 
diately launched  and  went  swiftly  down  the  river 
to  pick  up  the  victims  the  current  was  carrying 
away.  The  damage  to  the  steamboat  was  not  so 
great  as  I  expected.  The  explosion  took  place  for- 
ward and  on  the  sides,  and  there  was  only  one 
plank  missing  from  the  upper  deck.  This  time 
again  the  boiler  blew  up  at  the  moment  of  put- 
ting off  after  a  short  stop.  As  usual,  it  was  entirely 
the  captain's  fault.  Yet  the  law  takes  no  notice  of 
all  these  fatalities,  and  no  more  does  public  opin- 
ion. Every  one  out  here  is  so  used  to  it  that  no- 
body pays  any  attention. 

I  talked  of  this  accident  to  the  captain  of  an- 
other steamboat,  who  blamed  his  colleague.  But 
when  I  said  I  was  amazed  that  there  is  no  law 
about  such  things,  he  replied:  "If  there  were  a 
law,  either  it  would  not  be  enforced,  or  if  it  were, 
nobody  would  be  willing  to  be  a  captain.  Do  the 
captains  beg  passengers  to  travel  in  their  boats? 
If  they  do  travel  in  them,  it  is  at  their  own  risk 
and  peril,  which  after  all  are  shared  by  the  cap- 
tain too." 

There,  it  seems  to  me,  is  logical  reasoning  for 
you!  One  can  imagine  nothing  comparable  to  the 
apathy  and  indifference  of  those  gentlemen — an 
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apathy,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  that  is  most  contagious. 
I  asked  the  captain  of  the  steamboat  that  was  go- 
ing to  take  me  in  several  days  to  Council  Bluffs, 
how  many  days  we  should  require  to  get  there, 
and  he  replied:  "9  days  is  more  than  enough;  but 
we  must  reckon  at  least  12  on  account  of  acci- 
dents." "What  do  you  mean  by  accidents?"  "Dam- 
age," he  answered,  "that  might  be  done  to  the 
boat  by  running  aground.  In  that  case,  you  have  to 
count  the  time  required  to  refloat  her."  "Do  you 
expect  to  run  aground?"  "I  don't  expect  any- 
thing; but  you  have  to  take  that  into  account,  be- 
cause the  water  is  low  and  the  rapids  very  strong." 
"Why  make  the  trip,  then?"  "Because  I  have 
freight  I  must  carry  up  there."  Persuaded  by  the 
force  and  reasonableness  of  his  arguments,  I  sev- 
eral days  later  went  aboard  his  boat,  as  a  bale  of 
merchandise  that  also  had  to  be  carried  up  there. 

The  "St.  Peter,"  on  which  I  was  to  travel  not 
being  yet  entirely  loaded,  I  had  to  remain  several 
days  in  Saint  Louis.  I  took  advantage  of  this  to  go 
hunting,  and  to  explore  the  environs,  a  monoton- 
ous country,  but  very  fertile  and  magnificently 
wooded. 

I  visited  an  Indian  tribe  living  a  few  leagues 
from  the  town.  They  were  what  are  called  here- 
abouts civilized.  Thank  you,  thank  you  a  thou- 
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sand  times  for  that  sort  of  civilization!  Nothing 
more  degrading  to  human  nature  can  be  imagined 
than  those  wretches  who  have  adopted  no  part  of 
civilization  except  its  liquor,  its  gunpowder,  and 
its  s .*  7  or  8  miserable  buffalo-skin  tents  sup- 
ported by  trees,  poor  samples  of  horses,  thin  and 
galled  grazing  nearby,  some  women  preparing 
deerskins  or  taking  care  of  hideous,  stark  naked 
babies,  a  few  saddles,  a  few  guns,  a  few  clumsy 
utensils,  and  empty  bottles!  That  made  up  the 
colony  of  the  Indians  they  call  civilized.  Their 
get-up  is  the  most  grotesque  you  could  hope  to 
see.  It  is  a  combination  of  the  white  man's  and 
their  own;  and  all  of  it  dirty  and  disgusting.  Some 
of  them  speak  a  few  words  of  bad  English,  about 
the  same  kind  I  flatter  myself  that  I  speak.  These 
unfortunates  have  learned  neither  to  cultivate 
the  ground,  nor  to  raise  cattle.  The  game  they 
kill  provides  their  food,  and  the  skins  they  sell 
are  exchanged  for  brandy,  gunpowder,  tobacco 
for  the  men,  beads  of  glass  or  Chinese  vermilion 
for  the  women.  This  tribe  is  what  remains  of  the 
Delawares  formerly  so  numerous  and  so  strong. 

The  Saint  Louis  theatre  is  one  of  the  best- 
looking  I  have  seen  in  the  United  States,  and 
certainly  the  audience  is  superior  to  those  else- 

*  Abbreviation  in  text. 
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where  in  America.  Theatrical  shows  are  more  a 
part  of  the  habits  of  the  town  than  in  the  other 
cities,  where  the  population,  being  of  English  or 
Dutch  descent,  cares  less  for  such  amusements 
than  the  French  Creoles.  The  performance  was 
good;  there  was  even  a  little  ballet.  And  certainly 
in  Europe  you  could  not  find  such  a  good  theatre 
and  so  pretty  in  a  town  of  18,000  inhabitants.  I 
like  Saint  Louis  too  well  to  speak  of  its  Museum; 
but  still  one  must  be  just — what  can  you  ex- 
pect from  a  town  only  ten  years  old?  The  people 
there  are  hospitable  and  have  the  amiability  and 
the  politeness  which  one  would  look  for  in  vain 
among  their  neighbors  the  Kentuckians.  The  one 
execrable  thing  in  Saint  Louis  is  the  hotels,  which 
are  filthy,  disgusting,  and  quite  adapted  to  hard- 
ening travellers  about  to  venture  into  the  Far 
West,  beyond  where  white  men  live. 


C  C/^  the  Missouri  to  Council  Bluffs. 

at  last  the  boat  was  ready  and  I  left.  The  deck 
/  \  gave  an  idea  of  the  sort  of  voyage  the  boat 
jl  JLwas  setting  out  on:  there  were  anchors, 
chains,  piles  of  rope,  huge  poles,  planks,  axes,  and 
a  large  beam  to  serve  as  a  shore  to  hoist  up  the  boat 
if  it  grounded — a  precaution  which  the  sequel 
proved  to  be  necessary.  Except  me,  everybody 
aboard  belonged  to  the  American  Fur  Company. 
Some  of  them  were  heads  of  factories  and  depots, 
but  the  largest  number  was  made  up  of  hunters, 
trappers,  and  voyageurs,  mostly  French,  or  to 
speak  more  precisely,  of  French  extraction,  and 
well  assorted  for  giving  an  idea  of  the  shades  of 
human  skin  in  Europeans — Creoles,  negroes, 
mulattos  of  different  degrees,  half-breeds,  and 
who  knows  what  not?  A  strict  moralist  or  a  Jesuit 
would  term  them  lost  souls;  but  judging  them  less 
severely,  one  finds  them  good  boys  full  of  life  and 
activity,  spry,  in  good  trim,  shrewd,  and  above  all 
preferring  whisky  to  God,  and  not  fearing  the 
Devil  so  much  as  the  Indians'  bullets  and  arrows. 
Certainly  the  life  bristling  with  danger,  fatigue, 
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and  privation,  which  they  lead  for  1 1  months  a 
year,  gives  them  the  right  to  make  up  to  them- 
selves for  all  that  in  the  one  month  left  them,  dur- 
ing which  they  conscientiously  follow  the  rule  of 
spending  everything  they  have  earned  the  rest  of 
the  year.  And  why,  after  all,  should  they  econo- 
mize, not  being  very  certain  of  coming  back  an- 
other time? 

Despite  distance,  time,  and  the  crossing  of  races, 
one  recognizes  in  them  the  type  of  the  Paris 
gamin:  the  same  good  humor  under  all  circum- 
stances, the  same  physical  and  moral  elasticity: 
and  I  not  only  wras  pleased  to  see,  but  I  enjoyed 
seeing  that  the  chahut*  is  not  unknown  in  the 
New  World. 

Although  their  costumes  are  as  bizarre  as  their 
behavior,  they  are  not  lacking  in  coquetry,  espe- 
cially in  regard  to  their  hair.  Some  like  it  very 
smooth  and  shiny  like  the  Indians',  others  like  to 
have  long  ringlets  on  their  shoulders,  for  curling 
papers  are  not  unknown  among  these  men  of  the 
mountains  and  the  forests.  Their  good-byes  to 
their  friends  and  acquaintances  come  to  the  levee 
to  see  them  off  on  a  journey  they  might  well  never 
return  from,  wrere  much  more  comic  than  touch- 

*  This  is  printed  "chaute."  The  chahut  was  an  unseemly  dance, 
a  predecessor  of  the  can-can. 
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ing.  It  was  like  the  conversations  you  hear  in  Car- 
nival between  the  boxes  and  the  gallery  at  the 
Franconi  theatre. 

The  country  from  Saint  Louis  to  where  the 
Missouri  enters  the  Mississippi  is  nothing  start- 
ling; little  towns  and  villages  are  scattered  here 
and  there  on  the  river  banks.  I  had  supposed  it 
impossible  to  find  muddier,  dirtier  water  than 
that  of  the  Mississippi,  but  when  I  saw  the  Mis- 
souri, I  was  undeceived.  I  saw  that  it  is  the  Mis- 
souri water  that  dirties  the  Mississippi,  which  is 
clean  and  clear  above  the  junction.  Our  moun- 
tain streams  after  a  Summer  storm  are  as  limpid 
as  spring-water  in  comparison  to  the  Missouri, 
which  is  almost  chestnut  in  color:  and  the  amount 
of  earth  and  sand  it  carries  is  so  great  that  a  glass 
filled  with  its  water  at  night  is  found  in  the  morn- 
ing to  be  one  fourth  sediment.  And  yet  the  water 
does  not  taste;  it  even  is  wholesome;  it  only  re- 
quires a  little  courage  to  swallow  it  for  a  few  days, 
and  then  one  has  the  habit. 

The  currents  of  the  two  rivers  run  alongside 
each  other  quite  a  distance  before  mingling.  I 
have  seen  small  rivers  whose  lovely  clear  water 
flowed  in  a  solid  stream  through  the  Missouri,  as 
if  they  avoided  soiling  their  purity  by  touching 
the  dark  and  muddy  water  of  the  big  river. 
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The  town  of  St.  Charles  makes  a  good  appear- 
ance. After  passing  it  you  still  for  some  while  see 
villages.  But  farther  up  there  are  only  log-houses, 
which  is  to  say  huts  built  of  tree  trunks.  Soon  af- 
ter there  are  no  dwellings,  and  will  be  no  more  to 
see  before  reaching  Fort  Leavenworth.  The  banks 
of  the  Missouri  are  flat  and  wooded.  Only  once  in 
a  while  you  see  some  limestone  rocks  which  never 
are  so  much  as  a  hundred  feet  high.  One  of  these 
rocks,  higher  than  the  rest,  which  has  a  sort  of 
cave  in  it,  is  known  to  the  people  thereabouts  as 
Tavern  Rock,  and  serves  as  a  refuge  for  the  crews 
of  the  flat-boats  that  go  up  and  down  the  river. 

Our  trip  as  far  as  Fort  Leavenworth  went  very 
well,  although  our  keel  frequently  dragged  along 
sand-bars,  and  now  and  then  snags  rubbed  the 
sides  of  our  boat.  But  we  ran  aground  only  one 
trifling  time,  and  a  very  short  while  sufficed  to  set 
us  afloat  again.  The  next  day  a  great  roguish  snag 
struck  violently  against  the  steamboat  and  water 
entered,  and  then  the  pump  was  working  day  and 
night,  which  is  not  particularly  amusing,  both 
because  of  the  noise  it  makes,  and  because  of  the 
consequences  that  might  ensue. 

It  would  be  perfectly  impossible  to  have  a  cap- 
tain better  grounded,  more  active,  more  prudent, 
and  at  the  same  time  more  persistent  than  the  one 
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commanding  the  "St.  Peter."  He  is  a  Mr.  Pratte 
(son  of  the  general  of  the  same  name),  who  is  in 
charge  of  all  the  steamboats  of  the  American  Fur 
Company,  of  w  Inch  he  is  one  of  the  partners.  It  is 
purely  to  oblige  his  associates  and  to  amuse  him- 
self that  he  is  willing  to  take  the  job  of  command- 
ing boats  on  the  runs  where  a  good  captain  is  in- 
dispensable. He  was  one  of  the  first  to  go  in  a 
steamboat  as  Ear  up  the  Missouri  as  the  Yellow- 
stone. I  will  say  nothing  of  his  good  nature,  be- 
cause  having  been  overwhelmed  by  him  with 
kindness  and  thoughtfulness,  I  should  be  too  par- 
tial a  judge;  I  will  Leave  that  to  others  who  have 
also  had  the  good  Eoi  tunc  of  knowing  him.  Their 

judgment — I  ha\  e  no  doubt — will  be  the  same  as 
mine.  But  I  really  cannot  refrain  from  speaking 
of  the  amazing  cleverness  of  the  pilots,  most  of 

whom  are  half-brccdv   In  manv  places  the  livei 

was  so  clustered  with  snags  that  it  really  seemed 
as  if  it  would  be  absolutely  impossible  to  find  a 
way  among  them.  The  difficulty  was  augmented 
by  the  strength  of  the  current,  which  made  the  ef- 
fect of  the  tiller  almost  imperceptible.  Despite  all 
of  which  our  pilot  has  invariably  steered  his  boat 
with  the  same  precision  an  able  coachman  would 
guide  his  vehicle  with.  Sometimes  the  danger  of 
collision  was  so  great  that  everybody  was  ready 
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with  axes  and  all  other  necessary  implements  in 
hand.  But  the  only  thing  that  was  really  alarming 
for  a  moment  was  that  4  men  on  board  were  taken 
with  terrible  colic  and  vomiting.  As  there  were  in 
Saint  Louis  still  some  few  cases  of  cholera  or 
cholerine,  we  thought  that  was  what  ailed  them. 

What  was  very  strange  was  that  although  every- 
body has  that  idea,  not  a  single  mouth  has  pro- 
nounced the  fatal  word.  At  the  moment  I  write 
this,  three  of  the  men  are  nearly  well  and  the 
fourth  is  dying  of  an  intestinal  inflammation,  ac- 
cording to  what  the  captain  tells  me,  and  he  is  the 
ship's  doctor. 

Fort  Leavenworth  is  the  last  American  post.  It 
has  a  regiment  of  dragoons  and  artillery  to  keep 
the  savages  respectful.  Some  wretched  barracks 
and  a  second-rate  blockhouse  is  all  there  is  to  what 
is  called  the  military  establishment.  A  long  time 
before  we  reached  the  fort,  there  were  no  more 
log-houses  of  white  men;  and  soon  after  the  last 
one  we  began  to  see  Indians,  w7ho  ran  down  to  the 
shore  to  watch  the  steamboat  go  by.  The  evening 
of  that  day  we  called  at  a  post  of  the  American 
Fur  Company  and  landed  the  boss  of  the  trading 
station,  which  is  on  the  river  bank.  The  boat  was 
instantly  flooded  with  savages,  to  whom  tobacco 
and  brandy  were  given.  They  greeted  the  boss  of 
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the  station  affectionately!  wringing  his  band  and 
calling  him  "Papa,  papa."  They  played  cards 
with  great  enthusiasm  and  even  passion,  and  re- 
mained on  board  very  Late  that  night;  and  three 
young  Indian  women  remained  on  board  all 
night!  .  .  .  and  with  the  ( onsent  of  the  chief  ot  the 
n  ibe.  It  was  the  tribe  of  Kickapoos. 

The  next  day  wesawavillaj        Sacs  and  Foxes, 
and  that  night  we  stopped  at  Serpent  Noir,*  a 

plate  inhabited  by  [OWaS,  ol  whom  we  saw  a  lew. 

At  Foi  i  1  eavenwoi  th  there  was  a  big  gathering  of 
savages  bo  a  use  it  so  happened  that  several  chiefs 

ol  different  tribes  were  there  then.  who.  on  at 
couni  ol  being  on  theii  wa\  to  Washington  to  sec 
the  President,  were  all  in  their  finest  costumes. 
lint  hue  as  thev  were,  I  much  preferred  seeing 

them  in  Lithographs.  The  in^t  time  I  saw  Indians 

and  was  really,  so  to  say,  in  contact  with  them. 

thev  caused  me  t<>  lee  1  SU<  h  disgust  and  1 1  Ight  (in 

Italian  I  would  say  ribrezzo,  but  I  do  not  know  the 
equivalent  word  in  French)  as  seemed  uncon- 
querable; and  I  should  never  have  suspa  ted  that 

within  three  months  I  should  be  glad  to  sleep  be- 
tween two  Indians  males,  ol  COUTSe),  side  by  side 
so  as  to  keep  warm  (hiring  a  night  of  North  wind. 

•On  the  site  of  St.  Joseph  there  was  a  post  called  Blacksnake 
Hills.  Chittenden,  p.  949. 
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Their  heads  are  shaved  except  for  one  little  lock 
or  a  little  queue,  painted  red  and  black,  their 
faces  too  painted  in  the  same  colors,  and  all  shiny 
from  the  grease  that  covered  them.  They  are  sim- 
ply hideous.  On  their  heads  they  wear  a  lot  of 
small  feathers  of  various  colors,  and  three  or  four 
very  long  ones,  standing  up  or  hanging:  to  that 
they  add  glass  beads  and  pieces  of  deers'  horn  or 
bone;  all  of  which  has  some  special  meaning,  and 
usually  one  referring  to  their  own  exploits,  that 
is,  the  number  of  men  they  have  killed  or  the 
number  of  horses  they  have  stolen.  In  their  ears, 
or  around  them,  they  wear  rings  or  strings  of 
beads,  under  the  weight  of  which  ornaments  their 
ears  bend  down  and  sometimes  are  completely 
closed,  exactly  like  those  of  a  hunting-dog. 

These  last  few  days  we  have  seen  several  flocks 
of  parakeets,*  but  of  a  small  variety.  They  were 
entirely  green  except  their  yellow  heads.  We  have 
also  seen  a  number  of  wild  turkeys,  which  are 
very  much  like  our  European  turkeys,  but  larger 
and  of  a  very  dark  chestnut  color  and  with  a 
bunch  of  thick  hair,  like  horsehair,  in  the  middle 
of  the  breast.  At  Black  Snake  I  saw  some  ducks 

*  These  must  have  been  Carolina  Parrots  (Centurus  carolinen- 
sis)  according  to  Audubon's  "Birds  of  America,"  1842,  vol.  IV, 
P-  305- 
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much  bigger  than  ours  in  Europe,  with  white, 
brown,  and  black  plumage.  In  this  part  of  the 
country  they  call  them  bustards,  but  they  are  to- 
tally different  from  the  bustards  I  saw  in  Africa. 

In  conversations  on  board  people  told  me  two 
stories  that  show  how  insufficient  the  laws  arc  in 
the  United  States,  especially  when  public  opinion 

igainst  them.  A  party  oi  gamblers  worked  the 
Ohio  and  the  Mississippi  steamboats  with  great 
success,  rhey  reached  Pittsburg  (or  Vicksburg,  I 
don't  remember  which)  and  there  the  poor  devils 
did  very  nicely  in  fact  too  nicely,  for  the  inhabi- 
tants massacred  them  in  the  most  ruthless  man- 
ner, and  only  two  or  three  <»l  the  whole  lot  were 
able  to  run  away.  No  legal  attempt  was  made  to 
punish  a  (  rime  that  cost  the  lives  of  a  dozen  peo- 
ple. The  second  story  referred  to  Saint  Louis. 
There  somebody  accused  a  negro  of  having  tried 
to  attack  the  constable,  and  another  officer  ar- 
rested him.  As  they  were  taking  him  to  jail,  the 
negro  killed  the  two  of  them  and  got  away.  He 
was  caught  and  put  in  jail.  Before  his  trial  friends 
and  relatives  of  the  constable  went  to  the  keeper 
and  ordered  him  to  turn  the  negro  over  to  them. 
They  got  the  poor  chap  and  took  him  out  of  town 
to  where  they  had  a  stake  all  ready.  While  they 
were  lighting  the  fire,  an  elderly  man  remarked 
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that  the  negro  was  going  to  be  tried  and  would  be 
found  guilty  and  executed,  and  that  consequently 
there  was  no  need  whatever  for  them  to  dirty 
their  hands  with  blood,  since  the  courts  were 
there  to  see  that  he  got  the  punishment  his  crime 
deserved.  The  answer  he  got  to  this  was  that  if  he 
didn't  clear  out  right  away,  he  would  make  a  pair 
with  the  negro;  and  the  honest  man  was  obliged 
to  pocket  his  philanthropy  and  trust  to  his  legs, 
for  otherwise  he  would  certainly  have  shared  the 
fate  of  the  poor  negro,  who  was  cruelly  burned 
slowly  to  death,  without  the  public's  trying  to 
prevent  it.  Not  the  slightest  attempt  was  made  by 
the  law  to  catch  and  punish  the  guilty.  This  took 
place  in  the  Spring  of  1836.  I  mention  these  two 
facts,  because  though  I  did  not  see  them,  they 
were  related  to  me  by  persons  seriously  deserving 
to  be  believed.  If  one  attempted  to  tell  of  all  the 
outrages  of  that  sort  which  have  occurred,  he 
would  never  finish. 

To  get  back  to  my  trip:  when  the  boat  stops  at 
the  trading  posts,  which  are  also  called  forts,  it  is 
very  odd  to  see  the  hunters,  trappers,  and  so  on, 
who,  before  the  boat  is  fast  to  the  landing,  jump 
over  the  railings  and  overrun  the  stockade,  the 
field,  and  the  house  from  cellar  to  garret.  Maize, 
potatoes,   everything,  is  looted,  including  dogs 
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and  cats;  and  all  this  is  done  in  a  flash,  before  the 
captain  has  time  to  call  them  back  on  board. 

After  1 1  days  on  the  Missouri  we  reached  the 
Council  Bluffs,  which  take  their  name  from  the 
fact  that  they  used  to  be  the  place  that  served  as  a 
rendezvous  for  the  Indians  of  the  various  tribes 
in  the  vicinity,  who  met  there  to  hold  war-coun- 
c  llv*  Today  it  is  a  trading  post  of  the  American 
Fur  Company  and  consists  of  only  three  or  four 

little  houses  and  a  few  warehouses,  the  whole  en- 
closed by  a  poorly  built  stockade.  It  is  there  that 
the  Indians  come  to  exchange  rurs  and  hides  for 

cloth,  beads,  powder.  Lead,  guns,  and  whisky, 
which   they   prefer   to  all   the   rest  and   which   is 

given  them  in  spite  of  a  law  forbidding  it.  It  is 

furnished  them  not  through  Cupidity,  but  for  the 

sake  ol  moralit)  and  in  the  interest  of  the  Indians, 
or  so  one  is  told!  At  Yellowstone  the  Company 
can  buy  a  horse  for  two  bottles  of  whisky,  and  it 
sells  whisky  to  these  men  for  52  dollars  a  gallon)  . 
This  is  the  explanation  given:  the  Indians,  they 
are  mad  for  alcohol.  If  we  do  not  furnish  it  to 

•Chittenden  savs  (p.  9171,  "The  particular  situation  alwavs 
known  in  those  earlv  vears  as  Council  Bluffs  was  twentv-five 
miles  above  the  modern  citv  of  that  name,  and  on  the  opposite 
side  of  the  river  about  where  the  little  town  of  Calhoun  is  now 
located.  On  the  3rd  of  August,  1804.  Lewis  and  Clark  held  a 
council  there  with  the  Oto  and  the  Missouri  Indians  and  gave 
the  name  from  the  circumstance." 
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them,  the  ones  in  the  North  will  go  to  get  it  from 
the  Hudson  Bay  Company  (an  English  company 
and  therefore  a  rival  of  the  American  company's), 
and  those  in  the  South  will  go  East  to  buy  it  at  the 
first  white  settlement.  To  do  either  they  must 
spend  a  long,  long  time,  during  which  they  aban- 
don their  families,  do  no  hunting,  and  sell  their 
goods  to  somebody  else  (and  there  you  have  the 
true  explanation). 

The  law  was  introduced  in  Congress  by  Mr. 
Cass,  then  Secretary  of  War,*  and  one  of  the 
heroes  of  the  "Temperance  Society;"  and  at  the 
same  time  he  got  a  law  passed  to  stop  the  issuing 
of  whisky  to  the  sailors  and  the  soldiers.  That  law 
had  a  good  effect  on  the  sailors  while  they  were  at 
sea;  but  upon  the  soldiers  its  effect  has  been  dis- 
astrous. When  the  troops  in  a  garrison  depended 
on  their  ration  of  liquor,  it  very  seldom  happened 
that  there  were  men  in  the  guardhouse  for  drunk- 
enness. It  could  hardly  have  been  otherwise,  be- 
cause the  soldiers  of  the  American  Army  being  in 
forts  on  the  farthest  Indian  frontiers,  had  no 
means  of  procuring  spirituous  liquors.  But  no 
sooner  was  the  law  in  operation  than  charitable 
souls  who  cared  more  for  money  than  for  the 
progress  of  the   "Temperance   Society,"   estab- 

*  Cass  was  appointed  Secretary  of  War  in  1831. 
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lishcd  themselves  near  the  forts,  and  they  sell  the 
soldiers  as  much  whisky  not  as  they  can  drink,  but 
as  they  can  pay  for.  The  result  is  that  the  troops 
(if  one  can  honor  the  American  soldier  with  that 
name)  get  drunk,  do  not  come  back  when  called 
to  quarters,  get  tired  of  being  arrested,  and  desert; 
and  it  frequently  happens  that  there  are  not 
enough  men  to  do  the  work  of  the  fort. 

It  is  very  curious  to  see  that  at  ea<  h  of  the  trad- 
ing posts  there  has  been  started  a  manufactory,  so 
to  speak,  of  hall  bleeds.  1  \  ei  v  petty  I  lerk  or  ap- 
prentice has  his  squaw  (the  name  given  Indian 
women),  who  usually  wears  her  native  costume, 
but  as  richly  ornamented  as  possible,  for  Indian 
women  also  measure  love  by  the  presents  given 
them. 

When  we  reached  Council  Bluffs  there  was  an 
Indian  standing  on  high  ground  a  good  hundred 
feel  above  river  level.  In  three  bounds  he  was 
down,  as  easily  and  neatly  as  if  he  had  been  a  deer. 
I  stayed  two  days  at  Council  Bluffs  to  get  mounts, 
equipment,  and  provisions.  Finally  I  left  there 
with  three  horses,  one  of  which  carried  me,  an- 
other a  half-breed  who  was  to  be  my  guide  as  far 
as  the  Vermilion  River,*  which  flows  about  sixty 

•The  Vermilion  enters  the  Missouri  from  the  North  in  what  is 
now  Clav  Countv,  South  Dakota. 
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miles  above  the  large  Sioux  River,  and  the  third 
was  loaded  with  pork,  biscuits,  corn,  coffee,  sugar, 
and  two  kettles.  A  third  man  came  along  with  us, 
engaged  by  the  half-breed.  We  left  the  Otoes  and 
the  Pawnees,  and  started  off  toward  the  Grande 
Prairie. 


4>) 


€.0n  Horseback  to  the  Vermilion  River 
&  a  Visit  in  a  Sioux  Village. 

AFTER  riding  some  leagues,  we  met  a  wolf 

/\     which  I  followed  trying  in  vain  to  shoot  it. 

Ji     \.  We  passed  a  lake  that  was  covered  with  a 

swarm  ol  du<  ks.  There  we  also  saw  masses  of  her- 
ons and  a  pelican,  lim  the  prairie  alongside  was 
too  marshy  lor  us  to  dai  e  n  list  ourselves  on  it  so  as 

to  lire  at  those  birds.  We  rode  all  clay  and  camped 
that  night  near  another  smaller  lake.  The  day  had 
been  excessively  hot.  The  night  was  horrible, 
without  a  minute  of  sleep  because  we  were  so  tor- 
mented by  the  marangouens,  which  are  a  sort  of 
giant  mosquito,  by  the  brulots,  another  species 
that  takes  its  name  from  the  agreeable  effect  pro- 
duced by  its  sting,*  and  by  a  hideous  flock  of 
other  insects,  which  devoured  us  all  night  long. 
In  the  morning  our  bodies  looked  as  if  they  were 
covered  with  an  eruption. 

Before  sunrise  we  were  afoot.  We  looked  for 
our  horses:  but  they  had  vanished.  To  defend  our- 

•The  name  "brulot"  would  suggest  that  the  bite  burned  hard. 
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selves  against  the  mosquitoes  we  had  made  a  fire 
and  smothered  it  with  fresh  grass  to  make  a 
smudge,  and  then  had  gone  to  bed  to  windward, 
so  that  we  got  all  the  smoke.  The  horses,  which 
had  been  fastened  with  the  head  of  one  to  the  tail 
of  another,  had  come  around  behind  us  so  as  to 
get  the  advantage  of  the  smoke  too.  But  as  soon  as 
there  was  no  more  of  it,  they  were  so  distressed  by 
the  insects  that  they  must  have  gone  elsewhere  to 
try  to  find  some  relief.  Not  discovering  them,  we 
surmised  that  some  Pawnees  or  Omahas,  then  at 
war  with  each  other,  must  have  passed,  and  as 
those  brave  fellows  do  not  recognize  the  rights  of 
neutrals,  had  stolen  our  horses.  We  almost  par- 
doned them  for  that,  seeing  they  had  not  per- 
mitted themselves  to  play  any  more  serious  jokes: 
and  then,  after  having  run  about  for  two  hours, 
we  finally  found  the  horses,  and  got  started. 

The  second  and  third  days  we  travelled  with- 
out any  further  troubles,  excepting  for  the  insects 
which  kept  us  in  a  state  of  continual  fever.  We 
saw  deer  and  fallow  deer,*  without  going  near 
them  because  we  did  not  wish  to  lose  too  much 


*Arese  says  "des  cerfs  et  des  daims,"  and  probably  means  by 
"cerfs"  either  Cervus  Canadensis  (common  deer)  or  Cariacus 
Virginianus  (red  deer) ,  and  by  "daims"  Cervus  (dama)  dama 
(fallow  deer)  . 
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time.  We  met  several  more  wolves  during  the  day- 
time, but  we  had  grown  used  to  those,  for  every 
night  they  came  in  packs  to  visit  our  little  camp, 
without  causing  us  to  stir  from  under  our  covers. 
Only  the  first  night  we  did  amuse  ourselves  by 
firing  a  few  shots  at  them;  but  when  the  novelty 
had  worn  off,  we  economized  our  powder  and 
bullets. 

The  fourth  day  in  the  evening,  while  our  salt 
pork  was  cooking,  we  noticed  smoke  far  away.  We 
at  once  made  a  thousand  guesses,  and  although 
we  all  agreed  that  there  was  nothing  to  fear,  still, 
without  any  ones  suggesting  it,  we  put  tinder 
into  our  muskets,  bullets  instead  of  shot,  and  in 
spite  of  mosquitoes  and  company,  we  let  the  fire 
go  out,  so  that  our  blaze  should  not  be  recipro- 
cally seen.  We  tethered  the  horses  carefully,  close 
by;  and  next  morning  an  hour  before  day  light,  we 
were  in  the  saddle.  That  day  we  crossed  what  is 
called  the  Grande  Prairie,  which  is  from  36  to  40 
miles  long  and  entirely  level.  The  wind  moving 
the  deep  grass  almost  made  me  believe  I  was  in 
the  middle  of  the  ocean.  Usually  prairies  are  not 
level,  but  gently  rolling;  and  in  the  little  valleys 
formed  by  the  rolling  there  flow  streams,  larger 
or  smaller.  And  those  are  among  the  major  dis- 
comforts of  a  trip  across  the  prairies,  because  the 
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little  rivers  have  a  very  bad  bottom,  and  the  horses 
have  to  be  taken  over  riderless,  to  avoid  the  dan- 
ger of  their  getting  stuck  in  the  mud.  You  have  it 
up  to  your  knees,  and  water  up  to  your  belly.  And 
since  there  are  10  or  12  of  them  to  ford  every  day 
and  it  would  waste  too  much  time  to  undress  and 
dress  for  each  one,  you  stay  soaked  from  morning 
till  night. 

Early  on  the  fifth  day  we  reached  a  village  of 
the  Omahas.  They  had  all  left  for  fear  of  the 
Pawnees,  and  we  were  the  owners  of  the  village, 
which  was  surrounded  by  a  moat  and  a  stockade, 
and  which  we,  so  to  speak,  took  by  storm.  For  we 
opened  the  stockade,  hatchet  in  hand,  and  made  a 
little  bridge  over  the  moat,  to  lead  our  horses 
across.  The  village  consisted  of  a  dozen  large 
lodges,  of  the  kind  generally  built,  of  tree  trunks 
cemented  with  mud.  They  are  round,  and  inside 
all  around  against  the  wall  lean  benches  made  of 
rush,  which,  by  covering  them  with  a  buffalo 
robe,  serve  as  well  for  beds.  Inside  there  are  also 
eight  tree  trunks  to  hold  up  the  roof  made  of 
bark  covered  with  earth.  The  roof  is  conical  in 
shape,  with  a  hole  in  the  middle  to  let  out  smoke. 
You  go  into  the  house  through  a  sort  of  little  cor- 
ridor. The  one  we  occupied  was  about  40  feet  in 
diameter  and  was  meant  to  hold  at  least  200  peo- 
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pie.  Besides  the  wigwams,  there  were  some  con- 
structions resembling  large  cages  made  of  stout 
poles,  for  the  purpose  of  shutting  up  horses  when 
a  surprise  by  enemies  threatened. 

In  the  house  we  chose  for  our  abode,  fastened 
to  one  of  the  beams  supporting  the  roof,  there  was 
an  arrow  with  a  scalp  and  a  small  bunch  of  wood 
and  dry  grass.  I  asked  an  explanation  from  the 
half-breed,  who  told  me  that  there  was  a  religious 
idea  attached  to  the  little  bunch  of  grass,  just  as 
there  is  to  oui  relics,  and  that  the  owners  of  the 
place  had  left  it  in  c  harge  ol  the  enemy  scalp  and 

ol  Medicine.  The  Indians  call  everything  that  is 
sacred  or  extraordinary  Medicine.  In  one  corner 
ol  the  house  there  was  a  heap  ol  large  stones,  and 
he  told  me  the  savages  used  those  for  taking  steam 
baths.  For  that  purpose  they  build  very  small 

.wains  of  buffalo  hide,  then  they  heat  thestones 
red  hot  in  the  lire,  put  them  into  the  little  wig- 
wam, throw  water  over  them,  close  the  place 
tightly,  and  thus  produce  steam  thick  enough  to 
smother  any  one  but  an  Indian.  I  also  found  a 
whole  bunch  of  feathers  of  eagles,  swans,  and 
other  birds,  to  be  used  either  as  head  decoration 
or  for  arrows.  I  used  them  to  clean  my  good  old 
German  pipe. 

We  went  up  on  the  roof  to  see  whether  we 
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could  discover  anything  in  the  distance;  and  hav- 
ing found  that  everything  was  perfectly  quiet  all 
around  us  and  far  away,  we  lighted  our  fire  inside 
the  cottage  [chaumiere],  we  gathered  some  maize 
(the  Omahas  are  among  the  small  number  of 
those  that  begin  to  raise  crops),  and  that  was  our 
repast.  We  filled  our  sacks,  which  were  empty, 
and  we  allowed  our  horses  to  stuff  themselves  out 
of  shape,  after  we  ourselves  were  gorged.  After 
having  smoked  a  good  pipe  and  taken  another 
look  around  from  the  roof,  to  reassure  ourselves 
that  we  should  not  have  to  do  the  honors  of  our 
abode  to  anybody,  we  took  advantage  of  the  cool- 
ness inside  it  to  get  a  bit  of  sleep;  and  then  we 
started  along  again. 

An  hour  later  we  reached  the  Omaha  River.* 
We  sounded  it  in  various  spots,  trying  to  find  a 
ford.  Impossible!  While  the  half-breed  and  I  were 
busy  making  a  raft,  the  other  hunter,  who  went 
on  sounding,  discovered  a  place  where  the  water 
came  only  up  to  our  shoulders.  We  rendered  our 
costumes  as  simple  as  possible,  and  by  means  of 
several  trips  we  succeeded  in  carrying  our  sad- 
dles, our  blankets,  provisions,  clothing,  etc., 
across  on  our  heads.  We  got  our  horses  to  swim, 

*  Omaha  Creek  was  to  the  West  of  Wahkah  (now  Woodbury) 
County,  Iowa. 


*  80  *  Travel  Notes 

and  as  soon  as  we  were  over  the  river,  we  immedi- 
ately started  on  again. 

Now  I  must  explain  what  a  cagcux,  the  sort  of 
raft  we  made,  is.  It  is  put  together  of  four  pieces 
of  wood  formed  into  a  square  with  their  ends 
overlapping,  fastened  with  ropes  or  stalks  of 
creepers.  Over  this  one  ties  a  buffalo  robe,  and  on 
that  arc  placed  the  baggage  and  the  hydrophobes, 
which  is  to  say,  those  who  do  not  know  how  to 
swim.  The  whole  c  ontraption  is  floated  and  a  man 
or  two  men  swim  and  push  it;  or  else  they  tow  it 
by  a  rope  between  their  teeth;  and  thus  the 
cageux  crosses  the  river. 

The  sixth  day  in  the  morning  we  halted  in  a 
prairie  beside  a  small  river  we  had  just  crossed; 
and  the  fire  we  lighted  began  to  set  fire  to  the 
prairie.  The  half-breed  said:  "Hurry  up.  Let's  put 
it  out."  But  as  we  were  to  leeward  and  the  wind 
was  strong,  I  begged  him  to  do  nothing.  Although 
it  was  not  the  proper  season,  this  prairie  had 
taken  fire  easily  because  of  not  having  burned  the 
year  before.  The  dry  straw  caught  first  and  spread 
the  flames  to  the  grass  just  beginning  to  grow.  It 
was  beautiful  to  see:  at  the  beginning  you  might 
have  said  an  immense  line  of  battle  keeping  up 
well-sustained  firing.  It  was  a  sea  of  flame. 

After  dinner  we  reached  the  banks  of  the  Mis- 
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souri.  We  went  up  on  the  bluff  and  made  signals 
to  a  camp  of  Sioux  on  the  other  side  of  the  river, 
in  which  was  the  family  of  the  half-breed  who  was 
travelling  with  me.*  They  sent  us  a  canoe  in 
which  we  crossed  the  stream,  while  the  horses 
swam  over.  As  the  place  where  we  crossed  was 
farther  downstream  than  the  camp,  the  half-breed 
and  I  entered  the  woods,  to  go  there  on  foot.  A 
half-hour  after  going  into  the  woods  we  heard  a 
strange  sort  of  crying.  The  half-breed  told  me  it 
would  be  some  Indian  mourning  for  a  dead  per- 
son. Sure  enough  we  soon  reached  a  small  wig- 
wam in  front  of  which  sat  an  old  man  weeping  or 
crying  in  a  way  to  take  the  skin  off  his  windpipe 
and  not  to  leave  a  bit  on  the  ears  of  whosoever  was 
unlucky  enough  to  pass  by  there.  As  soon  as  he 
recognized  my  half-breed,  he  dried  his  tears, 
lighted  his  pipe,  shook  hands  with  us  (a  friendly 
custom  the  savages  have  learned  from  the  whites), 
and  we  smoked  his  pipe  by  turns;  which  is  equiv- 
alent to  our  handshaking,  with  the  unhappy  dif- 

*  The  half-breed,  as  we  shall  soon  see,  was  named  what  Arese 
writes  Dixon.  We  already  know  that  the  Vermilion  River  was 
where  they  had  been  aiming.  Almost  at  that  spot  Chittenden 
places  "Dickson's  Post,"  one  of  the  fur  stations.  Jean  Nicholas 
Nicollet  in  the  report  he  made  with  his  topographical  map 
published  by  Congress  in  1843,  says  that  he  engaged  William 
Dixon  as  a  guide  in  1839,  spelling  the  name  as  Arese  spells  it. 
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ference  that  after  having  smoked  a  pipe  with  an 
Indian  you  can  count  on  him,  whereas  such  is  not, 
alas!  always  the  case  alter  having  shaken  a  Euro- 
pean's hand.  The  half-breed  asked  for  a  drink, 
and  the  old  man  gave  us  a  cup  of  water.  Then  he 
told  the  half-breed  that  halt  the  lodges  were 
empty,  because  the  occupants  had  died  of  small- 
pox,* and  that  when  we  arrived  he  had  been 
mow  ding  Eor  his  son  who  had  died  that  morning. 

The  hall  bleed  asked  Eor  news  of  his  own  family. 

1  ortunately  he  had  no  loss  to  regret  With  that 
good  news  we  rea<  hed  the  i  amp  at  six  in  the  even- 
ing, where  we  unhappily  verified  what  the  old 

man  had  told  us,  Eor  out  of  25  or  30  lodges  a  good 
halt  w  ere  entirely  empty. 

I  here  was  nothing  I  desired  more  than  to  Leave 
the  next  morning  Eor  the  St.  Pierre  Riverjt  but 
that  was  impossible  Eor  two  good  reasons:  first, 
my  horses  were  tiled  and  needed  a  g  or  4  days' 
rest;  sec  ondly,  the  Sioux  whom  the  half-breed  in- 
tended to  make  my  guide,  had  left  on  an  expedi- 
tion with  twelve  other  warriors  of  the  tribe.  He 
was  expected  back  at  any  moment.  So,  not  being 

•1837  was  the  terrible  smallpox  year  among  the  Indians.  It 

must  not  be  supposed  that  those  left  of  them  continued  to  die 

off  at  the  same  rate. 

+  The  Saint   Pierre  or  St.   Peter's  River  is  the  Minnesota  at 

present. 
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able  to  leave  by  myself,  either  for  going  ahead  or 
for  going  back,  I  had  no  choice  except  to  blow 
out  my  brains  or  to  remain  placidly  with  the 
Sioux,  in  spite  of  the  smallpox  raging  violently  in 
the  tribe.  I  took  the  latter  course,  and  I  took  it 
absolutely,  for  I  bothered  no  more  about  small- 
pox than  if  such  a  thing  never  had  existed  in  this 
world.  I  was  put  up  at  the  half-breed's  house. 

And  here  I  shall  say  a  couple  of  words  in  regard 
to  him.  A  certain  Dixon,  Scottish  by  birth,  came 
during  the  last  century  to  the  St.  Pierre  River, 
where  he  settled  among  the  Indians  to  trade  in 
furs.  His  courage,  his  intrepidity,  and  his  intel- 
lectual force  gained  for  him  the  confidence  of  the 
Indians  he  lived  among,  to  such  a  point  that  they 
chose  him  for  chief  in  a  war  against  the  Amer- 
icans. Though  he  fought  against  men  of  his  own 
color  and  against  civilization,  still  Dixon  behaved 
like  a  decent  man  and  did  not  deceive  those  who 
had  taken  him  into  their  tribe  and  made  so  much 
of  him.  He  took  a  Sioux  wife,  by  whom  he  had 
several  children;  among  them  William  Dixon 
about  whom  I  am  speaking.  William  Dixon,  son 
of  a  white  man  and  an  Indian  woman,  was  a  fine 
mixture  of  the  good  points  of  the  two  races,  for  he 
added  to  the  results  of  a  good  bringing-up  among 
white  men,  the  instinct,  the  perspicacity,  and  the 
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keen  senses  of  the  savage.  Though  the  son  of  a 
white  man  and  educated  among  white  people, 
William  leaned  much  more  toward  the  Indians, 
both  as  to  his  tastes  and  habits,  and  as  to  his  af- 
fections and  sympathies.  When  he  talked  of  wars 
between  the  Americans  and  the  Indians,  it  was 
always  in  favor  of  the  latter  that  he  spoke.  How- 
ever, the  same  is  true  of  all  half-breeds.  I  know  his 
family,  and  it  is  really  what  is  called  a  patriarchal 
family.  I  am  writing  these  few  lines  in  his  log- 
house.  I  have  been  received  in  his  home  as  well  as 
any  one  can  be  received  anywhere:  and  when  I 
left  it,  I  was  overwhelmed  with  presents,  such  as 
moccasins,  pipes,  and  other  Indian  curiosities, 
which  will  always  be  an  agreeable  memento  of 
the  good  days  I  spent  in  the  bosom  of  that  fine 
family,  notwithstanding  the  smallpox. 

The  day  after  I  got  there,  Dixon  came  to  tell 
me  that  we  were  invited  to  a  banquet  in  a  neigh- 
boring wigwam,  and  that  it  was  being  given  in 
honor  of  our  arrival.  I  accepted  the  invitation  and 
we  went  over  there.  Outside  the  wigwam  we 
found  a  big  fire  with  a  large  pot  on  it  in  which 
our  banquet  was  cooking,  and  around  the  fire, 
seated  on  buffalo  robes  and  deerskins  were  six 
Sioux  warriors.  We  went  from  one  to  another 
shaking  hands:   then  the  pipe  was  lighted  and 
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passed  several  times  around  among  the  ban- 
queters. Then  everybody  received  an  immense 
wooden  plate  containing  6  or  7  pounds  of  dried 
buffalo  meat,  and  we  began  to  eat.  During  my 
life  I  have  seen  some  very  big  eaters,  but  none  of 
them  could  have  given  me  any  idea  of  the  voraci- 
ousness with  which  Indians  can  swallow  gigantic 
portions.  I  was  still  at  my  fourth  or  fifth  mouth- 
ful when  they  had  already  emptied  their  plates, 
and  when  I  expressed  astonishment  the  half- 
breed  told  me  that  that  was  nothing,  that  some- 
times at  scalping-parties  they  went  from  one  wig- 
wam to  another  and  during  a  day  would  consume 
5  or  6  platefuls  like  those  (and  without  bursting). 
After  we  had  eaten,  the  pipe  was  circulated  and 
the  Indians  began  to  brag  of  their  warlike  ex- 
ploits, and  when  we  had  listened  to  as  much  as 
politeness  required,  we  went  back  to  our  own  wig- 
wam. The  same  day  the  chief  of  the  tribe  sent  to 
ask  us  to  a  fresh-meat  banquet.  The  half-breed, 
when  he  brought  me  the  invitation,  said,  "White 
people  sometimes  have  their  ideas;  so  I  must  tell 
you  one  thing."  I  said,  "As  for  me,  I  have  no 
ideas  at  all,  but  tell  me  just  the  same."  "Well," 
he  said,  "this  is  dog  we  are  going  to  eat."  "Good 
enough!"  I  said,  "Let's  have  the  dog.  Come 
along."  Just  as  at  the  other  banquet,  we  found  the 
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chief  with  the  most  important  warriors  of  the 
tribe  sitting  on  the  ground:  same  handshaking, 
same  pipe-smoking  as  usual;  then  they  served  the 
dinner.  It  was  a  big  young  dog  that  formed  the 
principal  dish.  I  don't  know  whether  it  was  be- 
cause I  had  gone  a  long  while  without  eating 
fresh  meat,  or  whether  dog-meat  really  is  good, 
hut  the  fat  t  is  that  I  found  it  pel  EeCt  The  taste  is 
like  a  tan  ly  old  call  and  just  a  trifle  Leathery. 
When  we  had  finished  it  they  served  us  the  broth, 

which  I  Eound  bitter  and  bad.    Then  thev  passed 

around  an  empty  plate  to  gather  up  the  bones,  so 

as   to   bum   them   and   thiow   the  ashes   into   the 

river,  a  ceremony  always  observed  at  a  dog  Eeast, 

be  ause  that  is  a  medicine  least,  or  in  other  words 
religious.  Alter  the  meal,  again  the  pipes,  and 
a  the  speeches,  always  on  the  topic  of  their 
teals  of  arms,  and  I  am  tcx;  discreet  to  repeat  them 
literally. 

Dixon  had  led  me  to  hope  that  he  would  make 
the  entire  trip  with  me,  but  when  he  now  found 
himself  in  the  bosom  of  his  family,  which  at  this 
critical  juncture  felt  need  of  the  protection  of  its 
head,  he  procured  me  a  Canadian  hunter  and  a 
Sioux  gtiide  who  was  expected  from  one  moment 
to  the  next,  and  whose  name  in  the  tribe  was 
Eagle\  for  the  savages  are  not  yet  so  far  advanced 
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in  genealogical  science  as  to  have  family  names, 
but  each  individual  has  a  name  given  him  either 
because  of  some  physical  or  moral  characteristic 
or  because  of  some  chance  occurrence. 

Finally,  after  being  awaited  three  days,  Eagle 
arrived.  I  got  ready  to  travel,  and  on  the  25 
August  in  the  morning  I  started  out  for  the  St. 
Pierre  River  and  the  Falls  of  St.  Anthony,  with  an 
escort  of  two  men  and  four  horses;  and  under  the 
protection  of  two  such  brave  saints  I  hoped  to 
reach  my  destination  without  any  serious  ac- 
cident. 

Before  my  departure  I  was  present  at  a  curious 
ceremony,  that  of  piercing,  or  really  rather  of  cut- 
ting, a  baby's  ears.  The  savage  who  has  the  honor 
of  performing  this  operation  begins  by  making  a 
very  lengthy  speech,  in  which  he  recounts  all  his 
own  deeds  of  valor.  After  that,  with  his  knife  he 
slashes  the  ears  of  the  unhappy  child,  which 
doesn't  even  heave  a  sigh. 

Thereupon  the  father  made  a  present  of  a  horse 
to  the  ear-cutter,  who  ran  about  the  whole  camp 
for  an  hour  or  two,  cracking  his  throat  to  shout 
the  praises  of  the  man  who  gave  him  the  horse, 
and  advertising  that  act  of  generosity. 

The  afternoon  of  the  day  before  my  departure 
I  was  invited  to  a  feast.  The  ceremonies  were  the 
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same  as  usual,  but  the  feast  this  time  was  vege- 
tarian. When  hunting  is  poor  the  Indian  lives  on 
roots.  The  commonest  variety  they  call  a  pom  me 
blanche  *  It  is  a  kind  of  woodeny  turnip,  which 
when  raw  has  a  taste  between  a  turnip  and  a  mush- 
room. The  root  is  crushed,  then  it  is  boiled  in 
buffalo  tat — it  is  VI  L  As  neither  I  nor  the 

half-breed  was  able  to  consume  a  whole  portion, 
we  were  obliged  to  carry  what  was  left  home,  a 
c  ustotn  always  observed  in  su<  h  a  ( ase. 

The  Sioux  lodges  are  made  oi  buffalo  or  deer 
hide  and  in  a  conical   shape.    Their  diameter  is 

about  il*  Eeet,  and  their  height  15  or  16.  They  are 
supported  by  poles  stu<  k  into  the  ground  in  a  cir- 
cle and  tightly  tied  together  above.  The  buffalo 

skins  well  sewn  together,  arc  stretched  in  such  a 
way  as  to  leave  a  hole  for  smoke  at  the  top.  There 
mother  small  opening  below,  to  enter  by, 
which  can  be  closed.  Ordinarily  these  dwellings 
sci  vc  as  lodgings  for  some  twenty  persons. 

The  evening  before  I  left  there  was  a  dance. 
The  onlv  music  was  a  few  singers  who  accom- 
panied  themselves  by  tapping  with  a  piece  of 
wood.  At  the  start  the  dance  was  a  sort  of  adagio, 

•Chittenden  savs  (p.  806),  "The  Indian  turnip  or  pomme 
blanche  of  the  French  (psoralea  esculenta")  ."  And  on  the  next 
page,  "It  was  a  nutritious  food  and  extensively  used." 
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merely  poses,  grotesque  and  rather  ugly.  Then,  so 
to  speak,  came  the  allegro  which  went  in  a  cre- 
scendo. You  would  have  said  that  the  devil  had 
entered  into  their  bodies.  Their  feet,  legs,  hands 
and  arms,  their  whole  bodies  moved  in  the  most 
infernal  and  scarcely  imaginable  manner.  Their 
singular  music  is  very  monotonous  and  made  up 
of  only  two  or  three  notes  at  most.  Ordinarily  it  is 
in  the  minor,  with  no  other  modulations  than 
that  of  emitting  the  sounds  with  more  force  or 
with  less.  At  times  it  reminded  me  of  priests  in 
Italian  villages  who  on  very  solemn  feast-days  put 
more  than  their  usual  rabidity  into  tearing  God's 
ears  and  those  of  the  faithful. 


-<x-<-<- 


{  vi  } 


C  To  la  Framboise  with  Eagle  for 
Guide. 

When  Heaven  was  ready,  I  left  the  Mis- 
soui  i  and  the  Vermilion  or  White  Stone 
RiveTj  with  my  Sioux,  Eagle,  and  a 
Canadian  free  trapper*  named  Auguste.  The 
Sioux  wore  his  native  costume:  that  is  to  say,  his 
still  black  hair  hung  down  on  his  shoulders;  a 
very  bright-colored  calico  handkerchief  was 
knotted  about  his  head;  a  short  shirt,  which  was 
also  of  bright  calico,  covered  him  down  to  the 

hips;  his  Eoot-geai  was  moccasins,  a  kind  of  slip- 
per made  of  buffalo  hide  and  embroidered  with 
porcupine  quills;  and  for  modesty  he  wore  what 
the  Canadians  call  a  flap,  which  is  nothing  more 
than  a  piece  of  cloth  or  leather  that  passes  be- 
tween the  legs  and  is  fastened  before  and  behind 
to  a  belt  tight  around  the  hips.  From  that  belt  my 
Sioux  had  hung  a  scalping-knife,  a  tobacco-pouch, 
a  pipe,  a  small  mirror  to  help  him  in  painting  his 
face  and  arranging  feathers  on  his  head,  and  a 

*  In  English  in  the  text. 
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fan  or  fly-chaser  made  of  a  hawk's  wing.  Finally, 
as  a  finishing  touch,  over  all  this  he  wore  a  buffalo 
robe,  caught  in  at  the  waist  and  falling  over  his 
horse.  His  weapons  were  a  musket,  a  bow  and  ar- 
rows, and  his  tomahawk  or  head-breaker,  which 
after  all  is  nothing  but  a  hatchet.  Eagle  also  had  a 
leather  sack  for  bullets  fastened  round  his  neck 
and  hanging  on  his  chest,  and  a  powder-box  made 
of  a  buffalo's  horn.  All  in  all  he  was  a  fine-looking 
man  of  about  40,  tall,  spare,  with  well-developed 
muscles,  a  good  frank  expression,  although  a  lit- 
tle (or  even  a  great  deal)  hard  and  ferocious, 
especially  when  he  painted  himself  red  around 
the  eyes.  He  had  two  little  stars  tattooed  one  on 
his  forehead,  the  other  on  his  chin,  and  four  lines 
on  his  cheeks.  Eagle  rode  a  good  little  wild  horse, 
well-made  and  a  very  swift  runner.  A  quarter  of 
an  hour  after  our  departure  the  savage  began  a 
song  of  departure,  which  is  not  the  one  for  which 
you  go  to  Ste.  Pelagie*  and  if  I  hadn't  had  a 
sample  of  Sioux  music  the  night  before,  I  should 
have  thought  my  guide  was  going  mad  or  was 

*  "Le  Chant  du  depart/'  only  less  popular  as  a  Revolutionary 
song  than  the  "Marseillaise,"  though  officially  dropped  by 
Napoleon,  was  dear  to  him,  and  was  played  in  the  theatres  dur- 
ing the  Cent  Jours.  Arese  knew  or  assumed  that  the  singing  of 
it  under  Louis  Philippe  would  suffice  to  send  a  person  to  the 
political  prison  of  Ste.  Pelagie. 
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taken  with  cholera.  The  savages  have  several 
songs  that  they  call  by  bizarre  names:  for  instance, 
the  song  of  the  bull,  of  the  eagle,  the  bear,  of 
death,  war,  departure,  arrival.  It  is  not  that  a 
given  song  sings  the  praises  of  the  bull  or  the  bear, 
or  that  there  is  any  imitation  of  the  noises  they 
make,  but  simply  that  one  melody  (since  they 
call  such  howlings  melody)  is  dedicated  to  the 
merits  of  a  certain  animal  or  event  Generally 
their  songs  have  no  words;  and  those  that  have  are 

made  up  <>t  only  |  or  -  1  epeated  <>\  er  and  over,  as, 

for  instance:  'I  arrive,  open  the  door  for  me, 

open,  open.  open,  open  the  door  for  me,  open  the 
dooi  lor  I  arrive,"  and  so  on  until  the  voiec  gives 

out.  They  have  no  poetry,  and  rarely  even  jingle. 

When  our  days  went  by  without  accident,  they 
were  all  much  alike.  We  were  on  horseback  be- 
fore Mini  ise.  Dm  ing  the  11101  ning  we  tried  to  kill 
something  lor  dinner:  usually  ducks,  herons,  bus- 
tards. If  the  horses  were  not  too  tired,  or  we  were 
lucky,  we  chased  a  deer.  We  went  on  till  about  1 1 
o'clock  A.  M.;  then  we  dismounted,  cut  a  little 
grass,  so  as  not  (involuntarily)  to  set  the  prairie 
on  fire,  took  the  horses  to  drink,  got  water  from 
the  river,  picked  up  or  burned  down  some  wood, 
lighted  a  fire,  plucked  ducks  or  skinned  our 
larger  game,  and  made  haste  to  cook  our  meal 
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and  eat  it.  All  that  was  generally  accomplished  in 
an  hour:  when  a  man  is  hungry  he  works  rapidly. 
A  half-hour  later  we  remounted  and  rode  until 
about  5  o'clock  P.  M.  All  the  morning  chores 
were  done  by  me  and  the  Canadian,  for  the  sav- 
ages have  the  bad  habit  of  never  doing  anything. 
Eagle  limited  himself  to  unsaddling  his  horse  and 
lighting  a  bit  of  straw  to  start  the  fire;  then  he 
smoked  his  pipe,  wrapped  himself  in  his  buffalo 
robe,  and  slept  until  the  meal  was  served.  In  the 
evening,  when  we  had  halted  and  the  savage  had 
lighted  the  fire  and  smoked  his  pipe,  he  took  his 
weapons  and  went  to  make  a  round  to  see  that  we 
had  no  undesirable  neighbors.  An  hour  later  he 
got  back  for  dinner,  and  what  is  strange  is  that  he 
always  brought  something  to  eat,  either  plums, 
or  grapes  (whose  memory  sets  my  teeth  on  edge), 
or  hazel-nuts,  or  onions,  or  pommes  blanches,  or 
I  don't  remember  what  else.  When  he  found 
some,  he  never  failed  to  bring  back  canicanick,* 
a  kind  of  wood  that  one  scrapes  and  mixes  with 
tobacco  to  form  a  very  good  smoking  mixture. 

*  Chittenden  says  (p.  808) ,  "Kinikinik  .  .  .  consisted  of  the 
leaves  or  inner  bark  of  certain  shrubs.  Among  those  were  the 
leaves  of  the  smooth  sumac  (Rhus  Glabra)  ;  the  inner  bark  of 
the  red-osier  dogwood  or  so-called  red  willow  (Cornus  Stoleni- 
fera)  and  the  leaves  and  bark  of  the  bear  berry  (Arctostaphylos 
uva  ursi)  ." 
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Alter  dinner  we  all  three  made  rounds  in  differ- 
ent directions,  and  if  everything  was  perfectly 
quiet  we  let  the  horses  roam  where  they  would. 
Then  we  smoked  several  pipes  and  then  wrapped 
up  warmly  in  our  coats  and  covers  and  slept  till 
morning,  provided  the  animals  in  the  forest  and 
the  insLH  ts,  were  willing. 

Aii  hour  before  day  we  roused  the  fire,  to  warm 
and  dry  ourselves,  went  to  find  the  horses,  and 
then  off  with  us! 

That  \>  about  the  way  our  trip  went.  But  be- 
sides that,  almost  every  day  there  were  slight 
m  ares  I  n  ft  I  identS,  which  are  not  worth  writing 
down.  The\  Were  all  liiiu  h  alike. 

I  went  along  the  Sioux  River  to  the  River  des 
Rot  hers,1  always  a<  i<»>s  the  prairies.  But  as  these 
were  higher  than  the  ones  I  had  crossed  on  my 
first  ti  ij).  they  were  also  more  beautiful,  and  above 
all,  easier  to  travel  over.  They  were  drier,  and  not 
the  sort  that  are  called  thereabouts  cows'  bellies 
or  moving  ground,  that  is  to  say,  ground  that 
gives,  btit  without  your  sinking  into  it.  The  rivers 
are  fine  ones,  with  splendid  sand  bottoms,  and 
just  the  necessary  amount  of  water,  and  no  more. 

Once  during  this  trip  there  was  difficulty  be- 

*The  Sioux  is  the  boundary  between  Iowa  and  South  Dakota. 
The  Rock  River  empties  into  it  in  Sioux  County,  Iowa. 
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cause  of  a  devilish  little  swamp  where  there  was 
more  water  than  I  liked  and  no  wood  to  make  a 
float.  I  was  in  the  mischief  of  a  fix.  I  thought  of  all 
my  friends,  who  had  constantly  preached  to  me  to 
learn  swimming,  and  I  saw  that  they  were  right; 
but  meanwhile  my  reflections  weren't  helping  me 
to  get  to  the  other  shore.  Finally,  after  having 
called  loudly  on  heaven  and  earth  to  assist  me,  I 
took  all  my  courage  in  two  hands  and  my  horse's 
tail  also,  clinging  to  it  as  to  a  safety  anchor;  I 
drove  him  into  the  water,  and  flattering  myself 
that  I  was  swimming  with  my  legs,  in  a  few  min- 
utes I  found  that  I  was  on  the  other  bank.  Hating 
water  as  I  do,  I  confess  that  after  that  exploit  I 
was  pleased  with  myself,  and  when  I  looked  back 
at  the  swamp  I  had  just  crossed*  in  such  a  curious 
manner,  I  felt  that  I  had  outdone  myself.  That 
great  event  happened  the  fourth  or  fifth  day  of 
our  trip. 

On  the  second  day  we  had  met  a  lodge  of  travel- 
ling Sioux — I  mean  a  whole  family  party.  We 
halted,  of  course  we  all  shook  hands  and  passed 
pipes  around,  and  after  a  long  conference  be- 

*  Surely  Arese  refers  to  Dante's  Inferno,  I.  22-24: 

"And  as  a  man  who,  winded  with  his  pains 
To  struggle  from  the  ocean  to  the  shore, 
Looks  back  to  view  the  perilous  watery  plains:" 
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tween  Eagle  and  the  new  friends  we  had  just  met, 
our  guide  told  me — the  Canadian  interpreting, 
for  he  knew  a  few  words  of  Sioux — that  there 
were  buffalo  on  the  Red  Pipe  Stone  River*  and 
that  if  I  chose  I  could  hunt  them  without  much 
lengthening  our  trip.  —  "Certainly.  Let's  go 
there,"  was  inv  reply.  So  wc  turned  back  a  little 
u.iv  up  the  Rock  River,  a  pretty  little  stream  that 
takes  its  name  from  the  rocks  running  along  part 
of  its  banks,  KM  ks  w  hose  <  olor  is  a  greyish  red. 

It  was  a  real  pleasure  for  me,  after  so  much 
prairie,  to  see  rocks  again.  We  found  buffalo 
trat  ks.  and  pretty  soon  some  way  off  we  saw  buf- 
faloes, which  appeared  all  one  dark  mass.  We  fol- 
lowed them  for  two  days,  going  north  along  the 
Red  Pipe  Stone  River.  On  the  third  day  we  lost 
all  hope  of  overtaking!;  them,  because  our  horses 
were  worn  out  and  we  were  to  windward  and  so 
could  not  surprise  them  without  making  a  long 
detour.  So  we  left  them  to  their  fate  and  turned 
our  course  south-east  passing  between  the  lakes 
that  are  at  the  source  of  the  River  Des  Moines. 
These  little  lakes  are  very  pretty,  situated  in  the 
midst  of  prairies  and  bordered  by  woods  of 
gigantic  trees.  On  reaching  the  top  of  one  of  those 
rises   that  one   frequently   finds  in   the  rolling 

•Red  Pipestone  Creek  in  Pipestone  County,  Minnesota. 
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prairies,  we  saw  something  black  in  the  distance. 
At  first  we  thought  it  was  our  buffaloes  and  were 
already  having  a  celebration  about  chasing  them; 
but  on  getting  closer  we  clearly  made  out  three 
large  Indian  tents.  We  at  once  halted,  looked  to 
the  saddle-girths,  changed  our  primings,  got  our 
guns  ready — in  short  prepared  to  defend  our- 
selves or  to  flee  (what  a  vile  word!).  The  Can- 
adian and  I  were  soon  ready,  but  not  the  Indian. 
He  had  stuck  an  arrow  into  the  ground,  hung  his 
mirror  on  it,  and  was  busy  painting  his  face  red 
and  black  and  putting  feathers  on  his  head:  that 
is,  he  was  completing  a  toilet  for  presenting  him- 
self worthily  to  the  enemy — a  thing  an  Indian 
never  fails  to  do.  We  started  on  again  on  foot 
leading  our  horses,  so  as  to  be  hidden  by  the  tall 
grass.  We  approached  with  great  precautions — 
but  unnecessarily.  A  very  sad  spectacle  awaited 
us.  When  we  arrived  in  front  of  a  wigwam,  a 
cloud  of  crows  and  birds  of  prey,  and  a  few  wolves, 
came  out  of  it.  These  were  the  wigwams  of  the  un- 
lucky Sioux  who  had  decamped  when  the  small- 
pox began  to  rage  at  Vermilion;  but  the  disease 
had  followed  them,  and  we  found  nothing  left  of 
them  but  what  the  wolves  and  the  birds  of  prey 
had  not  yet  eaten.  We  saw  men's  bones  and  horses' 
mixed  together,  a  few  remnants  of  clothes  and 
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weapons.  It  was  horrible  and  at  the  same  time  dis- 
gusting. We  left  this  frightful  spectacle  as  soon  as 
possible,  and  all  the  rest  of  that  day  we  met  wolves. 
In  order  not  to  lose  time  while  we  still  hoped  to 
catch  up  with  the  buffalo,  we  had  neglected  to 
shoot  anything,  and  while  counting  on  a  good 
dinner  we  had  used  up  all  our  provisions.  When 
we  Liu  ned  back  on  our  path  again,  we  found  no 
game:  everything  had  probably  fled  in  fright  out 
of  the  way  of  the  buffaloes;  and  for  nearly  48 
horns  we  went  without  anything'*  passing  our 
teeth,  excepting  a  few  quids  of  tobacco,  and  that's 
not  vei  5  n<  nn  Lshing.  At  the  end  of  the  second  day 
of  fasting  we  camped  on  the  shore  of  a  little  lake, 
which  was  covered  with  ducks.  We  all  three  got 
down  on  our  stomachs  so  as  not  to  frighten  the 
game,  and  keeping  alongside  the  lake  we  began  to 
shoot.  It  was  like  a  first-line  rattle  of  musketry. 
At  the  end  of  a  short  half-hour  we  had  19  ducks. 
We  hastened  to  light  a  fire,  but  the  kettle  would 
hold  only  six.  Those  six  we  ate  before  they  were 
cooked  much.  A  second  batch  quickly  followed 
the  first;  and  prudence  alone  prevented  us  from 
adding  a  third  edition  of  six  more  ducks.  Unluck- 
ily  our  hunger  was  so  violent  that  it  made  us  for- 
get to  hitch  our  horses.  After  supper  it  was  already 
dark.  The  Canadian  went  to  look  for  them,  and 
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half  an  hour  later  he  came  back  saying  he  had  not 
found  them.  We  thought  they  had  been  stolen. 
The  region  we  were  in  was  not  one  to  inspire 
much  confidence.  So  the  savage  got  his  weapons 
ready  and  started  off  with  the  Canadian.  I  re- 
mained alone  to  guard  the  camp,  and  I  took  every 
precaution:  I  carefully  lowered  the  fire,  but  left 
enough  to  serve  as  a  rallying-point  for  my  two 
men,  and  not  enough  to  let  any  one  see  how  many 
people  there  were  in  camp,  supposing  somebody 
came  to  attack  us.  Around  the  fire  I  placed  four 
bundles  of  grass  inside  our  blankets  and  buffalo 
robes,  as  if  four  men  were  sleeping  around  the 
fire.  As  always,  I  examined  my  weapons  to  see  that 
they  were  in  order;  and  after  lighting  a  pipe  I  lay 
down  in  the  grass  some  twenty  paces  away  from 
the  fire  on  the  shore  of  the  lake,  so  that  I  might 
see  anybody  arrive  without  being  seen  myself. 

Luckily  all  this  was  superfluous.  Two  hours 
later  the  two  men  returned  with  the  horses,  and 
we  digested  the  twelve  ducks  at  our  ease.  The  day 
preceding  we  had  already  had  one  false  alarm:  we 
were  sitting  around  the  fire  smoking  our  pipes, 
which  alas!  took  the  place  of  dinner,  when  all  at 
once  we  heard  horses  come  galloping  toward  us. 
That  very  instant  we  were  on  our  feet,  or  rather 
we  were  crouching  in  the  grass,  our  guns  in  our 
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hands,  waiting  the  attack.  And  it  was  only  our 
own  horses  bearing  down  swiftly  upon  us.  The  In- 
dian told  us  that  it  was  a  bad  sign,  that  the  horses 
had  smelt  Indians  and  it  would  be  prudent  to 
move — which  we  did. 

Wild  horses'  instincts  are  truly  marvellous — 
they  very  often  announce  an  enemy's  arrival  to 
their  masters,  and  when  they  have  been  stolen, 
they  very  often  escape  from  their  new  owners  to 
return  to  their  old  ones,  even  at  hundreds  of  miles 
away.  Those  poor  beasts  have  a  special  talent  for 
recognizing  marshy  soil;  they  tap  with  one  hoof 
without  bearing  weight  on  it  before  they  will  ven- 
ture, and  I  well  remember  once  when  my  poor 
horse  didn't  wish  to  enter  a  river.  I  wanted  to 
cross,  and  I  forced  him  to.  In  the  middle  of  the 
current  I  had  to  dismount  in  the  water  because 
niv  horse  was  bemired  up  to  his  belly,  and  I  had 
to  get  a  pole  to  dislodge  him  with.  After  that, 
whenever  my  horse  resisted  at  the  brink  of  a 
stream,  I  left  the  reins  loose  on  his  neck  and  went 
across  at  his  side. 

One  time  while  travelling  in  the  prairie  along 
a  rise  of  ground  where  the  grass  was  about  6  feet 
high  and  where  there  were  a  lot  of  trees  fallen 
down  in  it,  my  horse  with  his  single  eye,  for  the 
poor  animal  had  but  one,  saw  them  at  once  and 
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avoided  them,  whereas  I  in  his  place,  even  with 
my  two  eyes,  should  have  broken  my  legs. 

I  shan't  mention  a  lot  of  other  little  alarms  and 
the  precautions  they  caused  us  to  take,  for  such 
was  our  life  at  every  moment  and  those  incidents 
are  too  trifling  to  report. 

The  ninth  day  we  reached  la  Framboise,*  a 
place  that  takes  its  name  from  a  half-breed  who 
lives  and  trades  there.  Two  Indians  came  to  meet 
us,  and  after  exchanging  two  words  with  Eagle, 
shook  hands  with  me  and  the  Canadian,  and 
when  they  had  smoked  the  pipe  etiquette  de- 
mands, went  back  at  a  dead  gallop.  The  Canadian 
said,  "It's  good  that  they're  going  back  to  the 
camp  to  say  that  the  white  men  have  arrived. 
Everybody  will  daub  his  face  and  they'll  put  the 
kettle  on." 

We  were  entering  the  wood  that  surrounds  the 

*  Bishop  A.  Ravoux  in  his  "Reminiscences."  St.  Paul,  1890, 
says  "Laframboise  at  Little  Rock  on  the  Minnesota  River." 
That  was  in  1841.  Little  Rock  is  or  was  five  miles  below  Fort 
Ridgeley  in  Nicollet  County.  ("Minnesota  in  Three  Centuries," 
New  York,  1908,  II,  326.)  Nicollet  says  (p.  13) ,  "Mr.  J.  La- 
framboise  ...  to  whom  I  am  indebted  for  much  valuable  in- 
formation obtained  during  my  campaign  of  1838,  lived  there 
for  several  years."  He  is  speaking  of  the  "Great  Oasis,"  between 
Lakes  Sarah  and  Shatek  in  Murray  County.  He  says  the  Des 
Moines  River  rose  there:  and  we  have  seen  a  few  pages  back 
that  Arese  was  precisely  there  when  he  first  saw  the  buffalo. 
So  perhaps  Laframboise  had  moved  to  Little  Rock  by  1837. 
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small  lake  on  whose  shores  M.  la  Framboise's 
shack  is  situated,  when  we  met  two  savages  on 
horseback.  The  elder  of  them  spoke  to  Eagle,  who 
on  answering,  offered  his  hand.  The  old  man  re- 
lived to  take  it.  The  Canadian  coming  close  to 
me,  said,  "That's  not  a  cmod  sign.  Things  aren't 
going  so  well  as  1  expected.  In  any  case,  let's  be 
ready  to  shoot  first."  He  made  use  of  all  his  know- 
je  and  su<  ceeded  in  dis<  ovei  ing  that  the  trou- 
ble was  on  account  of  the  smallpox,  that  the  old 
man.  the  chief  of  the  tube,  was  afraid  we  might 
be  bringing  that  disease  among  them  from  the 
Sioux.  Alter  a  long  discussion  the  chief,  who  had 
only  one  arm,  went  ahead  with  his  companion 
and  we  followed  them  to  M.  la  Framboise's  house. 
That  house  consisted  of  two  rooms  built  of  tree 
trunks  and  mud.  One  room  is  kitchen  and  bed- 
room, the  other  is  the  store.  Two  months  before 
la  Framboise  had  gone  away  and  left  his  house  to 
a  Canadian  who  had  been  living  there  with  him. 
He  received  us  most  cordially.  I  slept  there  and  he 
furnished  me  with  a  number  of  things  I  needed 
— powder,  shot,  tobacco,  cornmeal,  and  salt  which 
I  had  felt  the  lack  of  for  some  while — that  is, 
since  my  pack-horse  had  got  mired  in  the  river. 
When  I  wished  to  pay  for  my  board  and  my  men's, 
he  refused  to  let  me,  saying  that  he  wTas  the  one 
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that  ought  to  pay  because  of  the  great  pleasure  my 
visit  had  given  him.  "Just  think,"  he  added,  "dur- 
ing the  ten  years  I've  been  here,  you  are  the  sec- 
ond white  man  I've  seen."  He  begged  me  to  stay 
and  rest  a  day  longer,  but  I  had  lost  too  much  time 
over  those  rascally  buffaloes,  and  by  5  the  next 
morning  I  was  in  the  saddle. 

My  host,  who  spoke  Sioux  like  a  Sioux,  was 
kind  enough  to  serve  as  interpreter  between  me 
and  the  old  chief  who  came  to  call  on  me  and  in- 
vited me  to  go  see  him  in  his  tent,  where  I  spent  a 
most  agreeable  and  interesting  evening.  The  old 
one-armed  lad,  whose  name  meant  Running 
Cloud  or  Storm,  was  chief  of  the  famous  band 
called  the  Five  Wigwams.  He  begged  my  pardon 
for  not  having  shaken  hands  that  morning,  ex- 
plained that  it  was  out  of  fear  of  the  disease  and 
not  through  lack  of  the  respect  one  owes  to  a  great 
man,  as  he  called  all  Europeans  or  Englishmen — 
which  for  the  Indians  comes  to  the  same  thing. 

Duncas,  the  Canadian  I  was  stopping  with,  had 
told  me  the  story  of  Running  Cloud.  He  himself 
repeated  it  to  me.  Here  it  is: 

At  the  time  of  the  last  war  between  the  Amer- 
icans and  the  English,  the  savages  in  general  were 
on  the  side  of  the  latter.  Running  Cloud  was  no 
mere  warrior  in  his  tribe:  on  account  of  his  cour- 
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age  and  cleverness  he  had  been  elected  chief  of 
the  so-called  band  of  die  Five  Wiinvams,  for  al- 
though  that  tribe  grew  later  until  it  counted  600 
fighting-men,  it  was  then  made  up  of  only  5 
wigwams. 

Running  Cloud  counts  among  his  exploits  that 
of  the  Battle  of  Mackinaw,  in  which  with  90  men 
he  forced  800  Americans  to  take  to  tiieir  boats, 
and  he  also  claimed  the  taking  of  the  fort  at 
Prairie  du  Chien.  The  commander  of  the  English 
army  that  wanted  to  attack  the  fort,  told  Running 
Cloud  to  wait  until  he  himself  had  summoned  the 
place  to  surrender,  ordering  him  to  camp  near  the 
toi  tress  and  await  orders.  Before  daybreak  the 
English  commander  marched  toward  Running 
Cloud's  camp,  but  found  it  empty.  He  pushed  on 
toward  the  fort,  and  heard  firing  from  afar.  Run- 
ning Cloud  took  the  fort  and  the  English  captain 
arrived  just  in  time  to  stop  the  butchery.  After 
these  and  various  other  deeds  of  valor  the  English 
gave  him  a  medal  and  a  flag,  which  he  is  extremely 
proud  of.  They  also  gave  him  a  pension,  which  he 
has  never  taken,  saying  that  he  was  always  pleased 
to  leave  his  family  and  fight  for  his  masters  against 
the  Long  Knives  (a  name  the  Indians  honor  the 
Americans  with),  but  not  pleased  to  be  paid  for 
it.  The  war  beins:  over,  his  band  turned  its  cour- 
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age  from  the  path  of  honor  and  followed  that  of 
murder,  robbery,  and  pillage,  and  made  itself 
terrible  even  among  the  Sioux  and  the  other 
tribes.  Running  Cloud  did  everything  he  could  to 
make  his  men  behave  themselves,  but  in  vain.  He 
had  no  desire  to  be  the  chief  of  a  gang  that  dis- 
honored him,  and  from  then  on  he  never  exer- 
cised his  authority  except  to  prevent  some  crime. 
One  time  a  warrior  of  his  tribe  wanted  to  assas- 
sinate a  white  man:  the  old  chief  used  all  his  elo- 
quence to  dissuade  him,  and  finished  his  harangue 
by  saying,  "If  it  is  the  thirst  for  gore  that  is  de- 
vouring you,  kill  me)  but  do  not  stain  your  hands 
with  the  blood  of  those  who  have  been  so  good  to 
us.  In  any  case  you  will  have  to  pass  over  my  body 
to  reach  him."  Scarcely  had  Running  Cloud 
turned  around  before  the  Indian  planted  a  bullet 
in  his  back  which  came  out  through  his  chest. 
The  bystanders  seized  him,  they  wanted  to  put  the 
murderer  to  death.  But  Running  Cloud  pre- 
vented that,  saying  that  his  own  order  had  been 
obeyed.  His  family  and  friends  expected  him  to 
die  after  such  a  wound.  They  started  their  weep- 
ing and  the  funeral  chants;  but  the  old  chief  had 
other  ideas.  He  remembered  that  when  hunting 
he  had  often  sent  a  ball  right  through  a  buffalo, 
which  had  not  died;  and  he  reflected:  "An  In- 
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dian  is  about  the  same  as  a  buffalo,  and  I  don't 
see  for  what  reason  I  should  die."  He  sang  the 
song  of  the  buffalo,  Left  his  bed,  and  crawled  on 
hands  and  knees  into  the  prairie,  looking  for 
herbs  whose  juice  would  be  eflicacious.  He 
showed  me  where  the  bullet  had  passed,  where  it 
had  gone  in  and  w  here  come  out;  also  many  other 
wounds  his  body  was  riddled  with.  It  really  is 
astonishing  that  after  such  a  number  of  them  he 
could  not  only  live  but  even  enjoy  good  health. 
Some  time  later  the  warriors  of  his  band  stole 
horses  belonging  (I  think)  to  the  Government. 
Running  Cloud  was  put  in  prison,  although  he 
had  had  no  part  in  the  robbery.  Cynical  tongues 
\i\  that  1  evenge  had  something  to  do  with  his  im- 
prisonment, since  sometimes  even  Governments 
or  those  representing  them,  are  so  vile  as  to  take 
vengeance  on  a  single  individual,  and  that  the 
American  Government — like  many  others  in 
this — seized  the  chance  to  revenge  itself  for  de- 
feats that  the  Indian  had  played  so  leading  a  role 
in  inflicting.  Running  Cloud  tried  to  escape  from 
the  fort  where  he  was  imprisoned,  and  a  bullet  the 
sentinel  shot  at  him  broke  his  arm  and  one  of  his 
ribs.  Finally  the  horses  were  given  back  and  the 
savage  was  restored  to  liberty. — Though  he  has 
only  one  arm,  he  is  an  excellent  hunter  and  very 
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skilful  at  carving  pipes  from  red  clay.  I  desired  to 
buy  a  very  nicely  decorated  one,  but  he  told  me  he 
didn't  care  to  sell  it  and  had  refused  a  fine  horse 
for  it.  Since  I  was  not  disposed  to  offer  him  a  team, 
I  let  it  go,  and  he  made  me  a  present  of  his  own 
pipe,  apologizing  for  not  being  able  to  give  me  a 
better  one.  I  asked  Duncas  why  the  chief  did  not 
care  to  sell  the  other  pipe,  and  he  told  me  that  the 
Indians  thereabouts  attached  considerable  im- 
portance to  it  because  it  represents  two  heads, 
something  after  the  manner  of  a  Janus,  and  that 
when  there  was  some  quarrel  among  them,  the 
old  man  made  them  all  smoke  this  pipe  and  that 
reconciled  them.  I  asked  him  if  he  still  liked  war. 
He  answered,  "If  the  masters  of  Europe  need  me 
again,  worthless  as  I  am,  I  will  take  my  gun  and 
my  arrows,"  he  said,  "in  hand  once  more.  But  as 
for  making  war  on  our  nations  who  are  already 
enough  tormented  by  the  white  men — never! 
Those  who  go  to  war  all  find  the  paths  closed  or 
filled  with  thorns,  but  I  am  free  and  can  go  where 
I  choose.  My  son,  who  is  a  handsome  lad,  has  sev- 
eral times  asked  me  to  let  him  go  to  war.  I've  al- 
ways prevented  it,  and  if  he  tells  me  enemies  are 
coming,  I  reply,  'String  your  bow,  get  the  flint 
ready  in  your  gun,  and  wait  for  them  firmly  at 
your  own  wigwam.'  I  should  weep  wTith  joy,"  he 
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added,  'if  my  son  were  killed  defending  his  wig- 
wam, whereas  I  should  be  very  unhappy,  if  he 
brought  back  a  scalp  he  had  gone  to  look  for  in 
the  enemies'  camp." 

This  Indian,  like  all  of  them  no  matter  what 
tribe  they  belong  to,  expressed  contempt  and  irre- 
concilable hatred  for  the  Americans,  and  loved 
Europeans,  French  or  English  without  distinc- 
tion. He  told  me:  "According  to  what  I  have 
heard,  in  your  country  when  a  powerful  man"  (a 
Government)  "makes  a  man  miserable  unjustly, 
as  the  Americana  made  me,  he  tries  to  lessen  the 
wrong  he  has  done.  But  Americans  are  like  pigs, 
which  think  of  nothing  but  filling  their  bellies, 
and  they  do  that  at  our  expense."  Although  little 
convinced  of  the  correctness  of  his  ideas,  I  took 
care  not  to  undeceive  him.  I  asked  him  if  it  was 
long  since  he  had  travelled.  He  replied:  "Since  my 
treasure  has  been  bill  ied  here"  (he  referred  to  a 
beloved  daughter  who  was  dead)  "I  have  never 
left  this  place,  and  I  never  shall  leave  it  except  to 
get  nearer  to  my  dear  child."  When  I  arrived  to 
call  on  Running  Cloud,  I  had  found  him  sitting 
in  front  of  his  tent  holding  a  piece  of  red  stone 
between  his  feet  and  working  it  with  his  one  hand. 
He  was  surrounded  by  4  children  and  his  two 
wives.  For  this  fine  man  permits  himself  the  en- 
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joyment  of  two  of  them.  He  gave  me  hominy  to 
eat,  made  me  the  present  of  a  pipe  that  pleased  me 
greatly,  and  it  was  very  late  in  the  evening  when  I 
quitted  him  to  go  home  to  bed.  Before  bidding 
me  good-bye  he  gave  me  the  sage  advice  to  fasten 
my  horses  well  and  to  be  on  the  alert,  because  the 
region  was  not  a  safe  one. 

During  the  day  I  saw  at  the  trading  station  one 
of  the  prettiest  red-skin  women  I  have  ever  come 
across.  She  resembled,  if  I  am  permitted  to  make 
the  comparison,  a  very  pretty  young  Russian 
lady  I  once  met  in  Switzerland.  She  was  well 
made,  had  beautiful  eyes,  a  beautiful  mouth,  and 
most  beautiful  teeth.  Her  color,  like  that  of  the 
Northern  Indians,  was  not  very  dark — rather 
olive  than  red.  Her  husband  was  a  hunter.  I  was 
lucky  enough  to  give  him  a  pound  of  powder  and 
two  of  shot  to  kill  me  ducks  with,  and  the  splen- 
did fellow  went  off  and  returned  two  hours  later 
bringing  me  eight  ducks.  They  were  excellent.  I 
never  ate  such  good  ones! 


(vii} 

C  To  Traverse  des  Sioux  &  by  Canoe  to 
the  Mouth. 


f    ■    ^he  next  day  we  left,  early  in  the  morning; 
and    toward    noon    the    Indian    set    the 
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prairie  behind  ns  on  fire, — a  fine  idea:  it 
wiped  out  our  traces  and  might  also  help  to  retard 
the  advance  of  any  one  who  coveted  our  horses, 
which  were  no  longer  able  to  go  very  well,  so 
much  had  the  pursuit  of  the  buffaloes  and  some 
few  deer  worn  them  out,  to  say  nothing  of  the  ex- 
cessive August  heat,  the  forced  marches,  and  the 
mosquitoes,  which  ate  them  up  and  made  them 
bleed  as  if  they  had  been  pricked  with  a  lancet. 
The  poor  beasts  were  as  thin  as  swallows,  and  I 
still  had  some  days'  going  ahead  of  me  before 
reaching  Traverse  des  Sioux,*  and  from  there 
three  more  to  get  to  the  Mississippi,  and  these  last 
three  dirough  the  trembling  swamp  land.  If  I  had 
acted  prudently,  I  should  have  waited  some  days 
longer,  to  rest  our  mounts;  but  I  did  otherwise:  I 

♦Traverse  des  Sioux  was  in  what   is  now  Nicollet   County, 
Minnesota.  Its  P.  O.  address  is  St.  Peter. 
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decided  to  give  two  of  the  horses  with  the  sad- 
dles, buffalo  robes,  kettles,  all  my  travelling  kit, 
to  the  two  men  as  payment;  and  the  third  horse  I 
wanted  to  exchange  for  a  canoe  which  could  take 
me  from  Traverse  des  Sioux  to  the  place  where 
the  St.  Pierre  River  flows  into  the  Mississippi. 
During  the  last  days  of  our  land-trip  game  was 
more  abundant  than  ever,  and  among  our  deli- 
cacies I  must  count  a  turtle,  which  was  excellent 
even  though  we  cooked  him  without  salt,  without 
pepper,  without  any  sort  of  seasoning,  simply  in 
his  own  natural  juice.  One  thing  that  astonished 
me  was  the  vitality  of  the  animal.  We  fished  him 
in  the  morning  toward  8  o'clock,  smashed  his 
head  flat  with  the  butt  of  a  musket,  so  as  to  make 
it  lose  even  its  shape,  then  we  put  a  slipknot 
around  his  neck,  attached  it  to  the  saddle  of  a 
horse,  and  the  wretched  turtle  trotted  and  gal- 
loped until  evening.  Then  he  was  loosened  from 
the  horse;  but  when  we  began  cutting  off  his 
shell,  the  poor  beast  was  still  alive,  for  he  reached 
out  his  claws — but  in  vain:  the  cauldron  awaited 
him. 

In  those  last  days  of  the  trip  we  saw  a  black 
bear,  which  ran  away  as  we  drew  near. 

I  passed  between  the  two  Swan  Lakes,*  which 

*  They  are  in  Nicollet  County,  Minnesota. 
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are  very  pretty  ones,  surrounded  by  trees.  One  of 
them  is  of  nice  clear  water.  In  the  prairie  and  the 
woods  you  very  seldom  see  all  those  little  birds 
that  enliven  the  scene,  which  you  see  masses  of  in 
Europe.  In  this  country  the  smallest  birds  are  the 
starling,  which  is  black  and  red,  and  the  swallow. 
I  have  frequently  remarked  the  swallows  flying 
round  about  the  horses  and  following  us  for 
leagues  at  a  time,  as  if  to  make  a  festa  for  travellers 
that  risked  themselves  in  such  deserts;  and  in  my 
sentimental  reveries  I  took  pleasure  in  seeing  in 
them  the  memories  of  some  good  friend,  who,  I 
thought,  must  be  thinking  of  me  at  that  moment.* 
This  is  an  idea  that  revives  your  morale  com- 
pletely, especially  when  you  have  been  entirely 
isolated  for  a  long  while.  Another  thing  that  gave 
me  enormous  joy  was  that  the  greater  number  of 
the  objects  of  prime  necessity  I  had  with  me,  were 
gifts  from  friends,  very  intimate  friends — my 
musket,  my  pistols,  my  knives,  my  pipe,  etc.,  etc.: 
and  every  time  I  used  them  a  thought  of  friendli- 
ness and  gratitude  went  out  to  the  persons  I  had 
received  them  from,  as  if  to  thank  them  for  the 
good  service  their  presents  were  doing  me.  And 
as  this  is  not  the  first  time  I  have  undertaken  this 
type  of  trip,  on  my  departure  I  chose  by  prefer- 

*  The  text  here  is  obscure,  but  the  meaning  clear. 
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ence  things  that  had  been  given  me  rather  than 
those  I  had  bought. 

Before  I  left,  among  the  many  pieces  of  ad- 
vice they  gave  me  was  one  against  wearing  any 
chains  or  rings  or  carrying  gold  or  anything  else 
glittering,*  which  might  arouse  the  cupidity  of 
the  Indians.  I  followed  that  advice:  only  I  could 
not  bring  myself  to  leave  off  carrying  a  talisman 
given  me  by  the  Duchesse  de  St.  Leu.t  She  pre- 

•Arese's  word  is  "chisquant,"  which  may  be  a  misprint  for 
clinquant,  or  possibly  one  invented  by  him  with  some  Italian 
word  in  mind. 

f  When  his  brother  Louis  had  abdicated  the  throne  of  Holland, 
Napoleon  settled  a  property  called  St.  Leu  on  the  ex-Queen 
Hortense.  At  the  first  Bourbon  restoration  the  government  al- 
lowed her  the  title  of  Duchesse  de  St.  Leu;  and  though  all  the 
steps  necessary  to  make  that  title  official  were  never  taken,  Hor- 
tense was  widely  known  by  it.  What  she  thought  about  the 
talisman  may  be  gathered  from  what  she  wrote  in  her  memoirs. 
("Memoires  de  la  Reine  Hortense,"  Paris:  1927,  vol.  II,  p.  22). 
In  1808  she  says:  "It  was  the  fashion  at  that  time  to  collect  pre- 
cious stones  engraved  by  the  Turks,  and  I  had  a  great  quantity 
of  them.  I  imagined  that  a  seal  presented  by  me  might  serve  as 
a  talisman,  or  at  least  I  found  pleasure  in  making  myself  think 
so,  in  order  that  by  being  able  to  distribute  little  souvenirs  to 
many  people  I  might  be  able  to  send  one  to  one  person,  and 
besides  I  liked  to  tell  myself:  why  should  not  I  too  have  some 
compensation?  If  my  lot  is  unhappy,  at  least  let  me  bring  hap- 
piness to  others;  then  I  shall  no  longer  dare  to  complain  about 
destiny.  So  I  gave  all  the  Emperor's  aides-de-camp  and  other 
officers  seals  which  I  advised  them  to  be  sure  to  carry  if  they 
wished  to  be  saved  from  danger.  ...  In  reality  it  happened  that 
almost  all  of  those  who  had  my  talismans  did  escape  from  every 
peril. . .  .  General  Colbert  lost  his  during  a  battle;  he  begged  me 
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sented  it  to  me  on  my  departure  for  Africa,  say- 
ing that  it  would  bring  me  luck  and  protect  me 
from  danger.  So  whenever  something  fortunate 
for  me  occurred,  and  especially  when  I  had 
escaped  some  danger,  I  attributed  it  all  to  the 
talisman;  and  every  night  on  winding  my  watch, 
when  the  talisman  brushed  against  my  hand  I  al- 
ways thought  with  respectful  affection  and  ven- 
eration of  Her  whom  I  love  as  I  love  my  mother, 
and  who  has  always  heaped  kindnesses  upon  me. 
And  besides  it  was  impossible  for  me  to  stop  wear- 
ing a  turquoise  ring  that  my  mother  had  given  me 
six  years  before,  when,  leaving  my  native  land  I 
had  left  her  too.  Several  times  I  noticed  that  the 
ring  attracted  the  Indians'  attention;  but  that  did 
not  disturb  me:  the  pistols  I  carried  in  my  belt 
were  a  good  sedative  for  their  desires. 

It  seems  to  me  that,  when  I  began  speaking  of 
my  friends,  I  started  in  to  be  pathetic.  Well, 
when  a  decent  man  has  been  three  months  hear- 
ing nothing  talked  about  except  war-trails,  rob- 
bery, rapine,  massacres,  scalps,  or  at  the  least 

to  send  him  another.  I  was  about  to  do  so  when  I  learned  of  his 
death.  ...  I  discovered  that  I  had  changed  what  was  originally 
a  joke  into  a  superstition,  for  afterwards  I  never  failed  to  send 
one  to  my  brother  for  every  campaign,  and  I  should  have  been 
worried  if  he  had  not  carried  it."  Some  years  later  (vol.  II,  p. 
273)  she  tells  of  giving  one  to  Ypsilanti  bound  for  Greece. 
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grizzly  bears,  buffaloes,  beavers,  etc.,  etc.,  he  may 
well  be  permitted  to  indulge  in  a  bit  of  sentiment, 
especially  when  he  does  so  in  private  and  in  writ- 
ing. One  can  scarcely  imagine  the  singular  effect 
produced  on  a  rather  active  imagination  by  two 
or  three  months  of  silence,  especially  when  a  lot 
of  unusual  objects  are  continually  startling  him. 
The  silence  I  was  condemned  to  was  not  absolute, 
since  I  could  use  signs  with  my  Indian  and  chatter 
with  my  Canadian:  but  a  conversation  in  panto- 
mime does  not  get  very  far,  and  as  for  my  Can- 
adian, after  three  days'  riding,  I  knew  all  his 
ideas  by  heart.  So  then  I  came  to  passing  whole 
days  in  reveries;  and  toward  evening  my  imagina- 
tion was  so  worn  out  and  my  thoughts  so  confused 
that  I  realized  that  that  is  how  people  go  crazy. 

In  these  last  days  of  the  trip  I  have  seen  rats  of 
a  curious  species.  They  are  land  rats  that  have  two 
little  bags  of  skin  outside  the  muzzle  and  the  neck, 
which  they  fill  with  earth  during  their  under- 
ground work,  and  then  come  out  to  empty.  They 
are  greyish  in  hue  and  larger  than  land  rats  ordi- 
narily are.* 

Day  before  yesterday  I  had  a  discussion  with  my 

*Some  species  of  gopher.  See  "U.  S.  War  Department  Reports 
of  Exploration  and  Surveys,"  Washington,  1857.  Vol.  VIII, 
under  "Gopher." 
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Sioux,  which  although  confined  entirely  to  signs, 
was  nevertheless  rather  lively:  and  this  is  why:  as 
it  is  pretty  fatiguing  to  lead  the  file,  the  lazy  sav- 
age— lazy  like  all  those  of  his  race — was  usually 
avoiding  going  on  ahead  and  usually  I  was  the  one 
to  do  it.  That  day  I  had  led  the  way  all  morning; 
but  after  dinner  I  felt  tired  and  told  the  Sioux  to 
go  first.  He  had  to  be  urged,  and  then  started;  but 
instead  of  going  at  a  traveller's  trot  (which  is  to 
say,  an  amble)  he  went  very  slowly.  I  asked  him 
once  to  go  faster  and  he  answered  that  I  had  bet- 
ter take  the  lead.  I  told  him  a  second  time;  and  as 
I  had  no  greater  success,  I  ordered  him  to  halt.  I 
repeated  that  he  was  to  go  ahead,  and  if  he  did 
not,  he  would  be  sorry:  and  as  I  said  that  I  slipped 
two  balls  into  the  barrels  of  my  musket,  made  it 
ready,  and  let  it  lie  across  my  horse's  neck.  Fortu- 
nately he  made  off  at  a  fast  trot  and  went  along 
very  well  the  whole  day.  I  say  fortunately,  be- 
cause if  he  had  not  obeyed,  or  if  he  had  made  the 
slightest  grimace,  I  was  quite  ready  to  sweep  him 
off  his  horse.  I  may  even  add  that  if  I  had  been  in 
front  of  him  instead  of  behind,  I  should  not  have 
had  so  much  patience  but  after  having  spoken  to 
him  once,  my  gun  should  have  had  the  job  of 
speaking  the  second  time.  But  I  could  not  bring 
myself  to  shooting  him  in  the  back,  though  that  is 
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the  Indian  habit.  That  evening  when  we  reached 
our  halting-place,  the  Canadian  told  me  I  had 
done  a  very  good  thing  in  making  him  under- 
stand reason;  but  he  advised  me  to  be  on  my 
guard  that  night,  and  said  he  should  be  too.  Al- 
though Eagle  after  dinner  had  handed  me  his 
pipe  to  puff  at,  I  stayed  awake  until  my  compan- 
ions were  asleep,  and  then  I  took  the  Indian's 
musket  and  emptied  the  powder  out  from  the 
pan,  on  which  I  dropped  a  few  drops  of  saliva.  I 
lighted  a  fire,  I  strolled  about,  I  smoked,  I  chewed 
tobacco,  till  worn  out,  but  it  was  quite  impossible 
for  me  to  manage  to  keep  my  eyes  open;  and  when 
I  saw  that  sleep  was  winning  against  fear — or 
rather,  against  the  instinct  of  self-preservation — 
I  made  my  weapons  ready,  and  with  my  hands  on 
the  handles  of  my  pistols  I  slept  tranquilly  until 
morning. 

The  next  day  toward  noon  we  found  many 
tracks,  and  the  Indian,  according  to  his  custom, 
dismounted  and  for  a  long  while  traced  them 
ahead  and  back.  He  made  his  examination  with 
great  care,  as  if  he  had  been  ordered  to  draw  up 
an  official  report;  and  he  came  back  with  a  long 
face  to  inform  me  that  a  strong  war-party  had 
passed  there  not  over  an  hour  before,  and  that  we 
must  positively  turn  our  horses  in  another  direc- 
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tion  and  ride  as  hard  as  we  could.  Luckily  we  were 
already  across  the  St.  Pierre  River,  which  had 
caused  us  some  trouble.  We  rode  as  fast  as  our 
horses'  strength  allowed,  and  arrived  three  hours 
later  at  Traverse  des  Sioux.  On  learning  the  route 
we  had  taken  we  were  astonished  to  find  ourselves 
arriving  there.*  We  learned  that  the  tracks  we 
had  seen  were  those  of  a  war-party  of  Sacs  and 
Foxes,  150  warriors  strong.  It  had  been  a  lucky 
thing  for  me  to  avoid  it,  particularly  as  I  had  a 
Sioux  for  guide.  Without  a  doubt  I  should  have 
lost  my  two  dozen  remaining  hairs. 

At  Traverse  des  Sioux  there  is  a  small  station 
of  the  American  Fur  Company,  and  there  I 
traded  my  horse  for  a  little  boat.  I  made  that  bar- 
gain with  two  Indians.  Then,  leaving  my  two 
guides,  I  went  down  the  River  St.  Pierre  to  where 
it  falls  into  the  Mississippi. 

Before  we  said  good-bye,  I  and  my  two  guides 
reproached  ourselves  for  having  set  fire  to  the 
prairie  every  evening  for  our  diversion  and  the 
enjoyment  of  a  fine  spectacle,  because  it  might 
have  attracted  the  attention  and  the  curiosity  of 
our  enemies'  war-party:  a  curiosity  that  would 

*  That  is  what  the  text  says;  but  I  think  Arese  must  have  meant 
to  write  "they  were  astonished  to  see  us  arrive  there."  In  French 
the  difference  would  be  only  two  words. 
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have  been  satisfied  at  our  expense.  But  that  didn't 
happen,  and  luckily  it  didn't! 

It  may  have  appeared  amazing  that  my  Indian 
was  able  to  say  positively  that  the  tracks  we  had 
seen  were  not  over  an  hour  old.  I  myself,  though 
accustomed  to  that  sort  of  life  for  a  long  time  and 
consequently  used  to  examining  everything  with 
meticulous  attention,  since  my  life  depended  on 
it,  must  admit  that  I  considered  his  assertion  a  bit 
rash.  This  is  how  he  explained  it:  "When  grass  is 
pressed  down  when  there  is  no  dew  on  it,  it  stays 
down.  Now  you  can  see,"  he  told  me,  "that  this 
grass  is  lying  down.  That  shows  that  somebody 
has  passed  over  it  since  the  dew  evaporated;  and 
as  it  is  at  most  an  hour  that  the  sun  has  dried  it 
..."  The  conclusion  was  legitimate.  Besides,  he 
showed  me  ashes  knocked  from  pipes:  it  was  dry, 
but  the  bottom  of  the  tobacco  was  still  moist. 

Maybe  somebody  will  say,  how  could  you  carry 
on  such  a  long  conversation,  not  knowing  the 
Sioux  language?  I  will  reply  first  of  all,  that  the 
Canadian  knew  some  words  of  Sioux;  next,  that 
when  you  have  passed  some  forty  days  with  a 
person  whom  you  have  to  make  understand  in  re- 
gard to  the  prime  necessities  of  existence,  if  that 
person  is  not  lacking  in  intelligence*  the  matter 

♦Along  with  Wabasha  and  Little  Crow  there  was  one  Eagle 
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is  soon  adjusted  and  the  dictionary  soon  found. 
One  time  I  had  an  even  more  abstract  conver- 
sation. I  told  my  guide  that  I  thought  we  were 
bearing  too  much  toward  the  West.  He  was 
astonished  at  my  remark,  and  admitting  that  it 
was  true,  that  he  had  taken  that  direction  in  order 
to  avoid  some  swamps  and  ponds  that  would  have 
obliged  us  to  go  a  long  way  round,  he  asked  me  if 
I  had  travelled  through  that  region  before.  On 
my  negative  response,  he  questioned  me.  He 
asked  me  how  I  knew  the  district.  Then  I  showed 
him  a  map,  which  he  understood  perfectly,  and 
my  compass,  which  aroused  his  enthusiasm  and 
curiosity,  and  which  he  kept  turning  about  this 
way  and  that  way,  trying  to  bring  the  magic 
needle  to  rest.  At  that  time  I  was  unable  to  make 
him  understand  anything  more  than  that  by 
means  of  that  needle,  which  always  kept  its  direc- 
tion, one  could  always  know  approximately 
where  one  was.  At  the  beginning  of  my  trip,  for 
fear  that  my  guide  might  abandon  me  or  might 

in  the  conference  of  the  Sioux  chief  with  the  governor  of 
Minnesota  Territory  in  1853  or  4  ("Minnesota  Historical  Society 
Collections,"  Saint  Paul,  1880,"  III,  320),  and  this  may  have 
been  Arese's  guide.  Xo  doubt  it  was,  for  Nicollet  says  in  his 
"Report"  (p.  45)  that  the  chief  of  a  party  of  Yankton  [Sioux] 
Indians,  "friends  or  connexions  of  Dixon,"  was  the  Eagle;  "one 
of  the  most  intelligent  and  brave  Indians  with  whom"  Nicollet 
"ever  became  acquainted."  That  was  in  1839. 
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be  killed,  in  order  not  to  find  myself  in  a  sort  of 
sea  of  prairies  without  any  idea  where  to  go,  I 
took  my  precautions.  I  kept  a  kind  of  log-book* 
as  one  does  at  sea.  Mornings,  before  starting,  I 
found  where  I  was  on  my  map  by  means  of  the 
sun  and  the  compass;  and  in  the  evening,  having 
again  found  my  position,  I  marked  how  many 
leagues  I  had  covered  and  in  what  direction.  Ac- 
cordingly, had  an  accident  happened,  I  should 
always  have  known  within  some  leagues  where 
I  was,  and  consequently  what  direction  to  take. 

Several  times,  in  the  midst  of  prairies,  and  par- 
ticularly of  high  prairies,  I  noticed  a  certain  num- 
ber of  blocks  of  stone,  generally  granite,  without 
being  able  to  comprehend  how  they  got  there. 
Mountains  were  far  away;  the  small  rivers  rise  in 
the  prairies  themselves;  and  the  Missouri  and  the 
Mississippi  are  too  distant  for  me  to  assume  that 
those  great  boulders  could  have  been  carried 
there  by  those  streams.  What  made  it  even  more 
extraordinary  is  that  these  granite  blocks  occur 
only  in  the  high  prairies  and  near  the  edges,  that 
they  are  rounded  in  shape,  and  that  they  have  a 
rather  smooth  and  one  might  almost  say  pretty 
surface.  I  asked  a  good  many  people  for  the  ex- 
planation of  the  phenomenon,  but  they  all  left 

*  In  English  in  the  text. 
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me  in  my  pristine  ignorance;  and  it  was  only 
afterwards  that  I  learned  that  one  must  count 
those  blocks  among  the  number  of  what  the 
geologists  call  the  "erratic  group." 

I  took  three  days  to  descend  the  St.  Pierre  River 
from  Traverse  des  Sioux  to  the  Mouth.* 

The  fine  weather,  which  had  been  faithful  to 
me  until  then,  deserted  me,  and  for  a  long  while 
I  had  grievous  weather. 

The  River  St.  Pierre  is  a  pretty  little  stream 
which  widens  out  to  80  rods.  While  descending  it 
I  had  a  storm  magnificent  as  to  thunder  and 
lightning.  It  lasted  all  night.  There  were  times 
when  the  whole  sky  was  on  fire  and  I  could  see  as 
distinctly  as  by  bright  sunlight  at  noon.  If  this 
on  the  one  hand  was  poetical,  it  had  also  its  dis- 
astrous aspect.  The  rain  fell  in  torrents  all  the 
night,  and  next  morning  I  shot  the  Little  Rapid, 
which  is  nothing  more  than  a  very  small  water- 
fall and  reached  the  Mouth  very  safely,  having 
met  nothing  but  a  considerable  number  of  In- 

*  From  "Minnesota  in  Three  Centuries,"  New  York,  1908,  Vol. 
I,  p.  138,  we  learn  that  in  1826  Faribault  built  a  house  at 
St.  Peter's,  now  Mendota,  and  that  Mendota  was  the  Dakota 
word  "meaning  the  mouth  of  a  river,"  where  the  St.  Pierre, 
now  the  Minnesota,  empties  into  the  Mississippi.  Fort  Snelling 
was  built  north  of  the  smaller  river,  Mendota  south  of  it,  and 


* 


Chapter  Seven  *  1 23 

dian  canoes  ascending  the  river  to  go  hunting. 
Among  those  canoes  there  was  one  of  Canadian 
hunters  on  their  way  to  Lake  Traverse.  They 
greeted  my  boat,  and  when  they  saw  in  me  an  in- 
dividual they  did  not  know,  they  asked  me  if  I 
belonged  to  the  Opposition.  Half  asleep,  musing 
perhaps  about  politics,  their  question  struck  me 
as  very  strange.  "The  devil!"  I  said  to  myself; 
"They  ought  to  pay  no  attention  to  anything  but 
buffaloes  and  beavers.  Why  are  they  mixing  into 
politics?"  But  the  explanation  is  that  among  the 
hunters  themselves  there  is  an  opposition.  What- 
ever does  not  belong  to  the  American  Fur  Com- 
pany is  called  "Opposition"  and  the  more 
ground  the  "Opposition"  gains,  the  better  it  is 
for  the  hunters  and  the  clerks  of  the  American 
Fur  Company,  and  even  for  the  savages;  for  the 
former  are  better  paid  and  the  latter  less  robbed. 
The  jealousy  between  the  "American",  and  the 
"Opposition"  goes  at  times  perhaps  too  far  and 
departs  entirely  from  parliamentary  rules.  I  have 
been  told  (and  by  an  employee  of  the  "Amer- 
ican") that  on  one  occasion  detachments  of  the 
two  rival  powers  were  encamped  side  by  side  with 
their  men,  their  horses,  and  their  merchandise, 
both  of  them  on  their  way  to  trade  with  the  sav- 
ages, and  during  the  night  all  the  horses  of  the 
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"Opposition"  were  found  to  have  been  arrowed! 
I  was  told  of  several  other  equally  serious  happen- 
ings that  I  prefer  not  to  believe.  Or  if  they  really 
were  true,  I  am  convinced  that  they  never  took 
place  by  order,  or  even  with  the  consent  of  the 
American  Fur  Company,  whose  honor  and  cor- 
rectness are  above  suspicion. 

On  the  left  bank  of  the  River  St.  Pierre  and  the 
right  of  the  Mississippi,  stands  Fort  Snelling,* 
which  perhaps  is  a  fortification  against  the  In- 
dians, but  which  I  would  not  call  a  barracks  for 
regular  troops.  It  is  built  in  a  very  fine  position. 
On  the  opposite  bank  there  is  a  post  of  the  Ameri- 
can Fur  Company,  which  counts  more  men  in 
its  service  than  there  are  in  the  Federal  fort. 

The  two  days  I  remained  there  I  occupied  very 
usefully  in  going  to  see  the  falls  of  Little  Falls' 
Creek,t  a  very  small  river  not  more  than  20  feet 
wide  at  the  spot  where  the  falls  are;  and  those  are 
30  odd  feet  high.  The  stream  goes  over  a  rock 
perfectly  semicircular  in  form  and  hollow  be- 
neath, so  that  the  water  forms  a  very  pretty  and 
elegant  veil.  The  falls  are  so  beautiful  and  so 
regular  that  you  would  be  inclined  to  call  them  a 
work  of  art  rather  than  of  nature.  I  also  went  to 

*  Now  on  the  outskirts  of  St.  Paul. 

f  The  Little  Falls  and  the  creek  are  now  called  Minnehaha. 
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see  the  Falls  of  the  Mississippi,  called  St.  An- 
thony's. They  are  only  2  leagues  below  where  the 
Mississippi  begins  to  be  navigable  by  small  steam- 
boats and  then  during  only  certain  months  of  the 
year.  The  falls  are  about  30  feet  high  and  360  rods 
in  breadth.  Their  shape  is  fairly  regular  and  re- 
sembles three  semicircles,  the  two  smaller  of 
which  are  on  the  two  sides  of  the  large  one,  whose 
form  is  very  much  that  of  a  horse-shoe.  The  three 
semicircles  are  separated  each  from  each  by  a  pile 
of  boulders  and  tree  trunks  brought  down  by  the 
current.  Opposite  the  central  circle  there  is  a 
very  singular  rock  which  aims  the  likeness  of  a 
vessel's  prow  toward  the  falls.  The  banks  of  the 
Mississippi  are  covered  with  fine  firs  and  cedars. 
I  went  to  see  the  Indian  tribe  called  Black 
Dogs*  I  found  them  having  a  festival  dance.  One 
of  their  war  parties  had  brought  home  two  scalps 
of  Sacs,  who  are  an  enemy  tribe.  This  gave  me  a 
chance  to  witness  their  war-dance.  Men  and 
women  formed  a  large  ring  around  the  scalps 
stretched  on  poles  and  smoothed  out  on  two 
frames  which  they  were  tied  to  with  string,  like 
skins  on  a  drum  or  canvas  on  an  embroidery- 
frame.  Everybody  jumped  around  the  circle 
either  with  both  feet  side  by  side  or  on  one  leg 

♦English  in  the  original. 
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with  the  other  held  in  the  air,  yelling  and  howl- 
ing like  mad  wolves.  I  tried  to  imitate  their  song, 
and  for  days  afterwards  my  throat  was  scraped  to 
pieces — and  that  without  having  succeeded.  They 
were  painted  and  dressed  for  the  ceremony  as  if 
for  war,  and  I  found  them  more  hideous  than 
ever. 

As  I  had  spoken  to  the  clerk  of  the  American 
Fur  Company  on  my  arrival  about  the  party  of 
Sacs  and  Foxes  that  was  prowling  about  near  the 
River  St.  Pierre,  the  report  spread,  and  the  next 
day  there  was  a  heap  of  Indians  to  learn  details 
about  numbers  and  the  place  where  I  had  seen 
the  tracks. 

I  went  to  see  Lake  Calhoun  and  Lake  Harriet, 
which  are  not  very  far  away  from  the  Mouth  and 
which  are  very  pretty  little  lakes.  I  also  visited  the 
village  of  Cold  Water,*  so  named  from  a  spring 
flowing  across  it. 

*  Cold  Water  was  very  near  Fort  Snelling.  Cf.  \V7illiam  Watts 
Folwell,  "A  History  of  Minnesota,"  Saint  Paul,  Vol.  I,  1921, 
p.  137,  footnote  19. 
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&Down  the  Mississippi  in  a  Dug-out  to 
Prairie  du  Chien. 

Two  days  after  my  arrival  at  the  Mouth,  I 
left  there  in  a  dug-out  with  two  Canadians 
to  go  down  the  Mississippi  as  far  as  Prairie 
du  Chien.  The  sight  of  the  Mississippi  gave  me 
great  pleasure;  it  was  as  if  I  met  an  old  acquain- 
tance, and  one  who  had  grown  younger  and  pret- 
tier; for  this  was  not  the  immensely  broad  river 
with  flat  banks  and  muddy  water  that  I  had  left  at 
Saint  Louis,  but  a  pretty  stream  of  nice  fair 
dimensions  sweeping  along  in  clear  waves  and 
having  on  its  shores  fine  rocks  crowned  with  ever- 
greens and  sweet  hills  carpeted  with  agreeable 
green.  Some  leagues  from  the  Mouth  there  is  a 
cave  on  the  left  bank  that  has  some  reputation  in 
that  region;  but  on  comparing  it  to  those  in  Vir- 
ginia, I  could  not  keep  from  exclaiming,  "Oh, 
what  rubbish!" 

I  went  through  the  Indian  village  of  the  Little 
Crows,*  where  I  traded  flour  and  salt  pork  for 

*  He  means,  of  course,  Little  Crow,  the  celebrated  chief  of  that 
name.  It  was  called  Kaposia. 
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venison.  I  crossed  Lake  St.  Croix,#  which  is  12 
miles  long  and  3  wide,  and  into  which  empties  the 
river  of  the  same  name.  I  went  by  the  village  of 
Aigle  Rouget  and  that  of  Tour  des  Pins,J  and  I 
reached  Lake  Pepin.  Vile  little  lake,  which  made 
me  lose  so  much  time  and  gain  so  much  rain! 
During  the  whole  voyage  I  had  the  wind  against 
me,  so  that  I  took  7  days  instead  of  3.  Only  the 

•It  is  hard  to  see  why  Arese  should  have  crossed  it  unless  he 
went  out  of  his  u;iv  lo  do  so;  for  it  was  not  on  the  route  from 
the  mouth  of  the  St.  Pierre  to  Prairie  du  Chien.  But  it  was  not 
far  out  of  the  wav,  and  he  may  have  been  curious  about  it.  Or 
might  he  have  mistaken  Spring  Lake  for  it?  Hardly.  But  the 
official  map  of  the  Mississippi  River  Commission  calls  the  St. 
Croix  at  the  point  where  it  empties  into  the  Mississippi  "Lake 
St.  Croix."  So  perhaps  Arese  meant  merely  that  he  crossed  the 
mouth  of  it. 

fThe  text  here  has  'TAile-Toge,"  though  a  little  farther  on  it 
has  "l'Aigle  rouge."  A  compromise  would  give  "l'Aile  rouge," 
and  the  village  of  Red  Wing  is  still  in  Goodhue  County,  Minne- 
sota, near  the  head  of  Lake  Pepin. 

X  Major  Stephen  H.  Long  in  his  "Voyage  in  a  Six-oared  Skiff  to 
the  Palls  of  Saint  Anthony  in  1817,"  (  "Minn.  Hist.  Soc.  Coll."  II, 
29-30)  ,  says  he  "passed  the  Detour  du  Pin  or  Pine  Turn  of  the 
Mississippi,  which  is  the  most  westwardly  turn  of  the  river, 
between  St.  Louis  and  the  Falls  of  St.  Anthony."  Arese  may 
have  been  right  in  putting  a  village  there  twenty  years  later. 
Indian  villages  were  movable.  Today,  however,  Pine  Bend, 
Dakota  County,  Minnesota,  has  no  population  (according  to 
Rand,  McNally) ,  and  its  post-office  address  is  Rich  Valley. 
But  those  interested  may  compare  Warren  Upham,  "Minne- 
sota Geographic  Names,"  Saint  Paul,  1920,  p.  167,  under  Pine 
Bend. 
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first  day  did  I  have  fair  weather,  but  during  the 
night  it  started  to  rain  and  continued  for  nearly 
the  whole  trip. 

In  the  afternoon  of  the  second  day  I  got  to 
Lake  Pepin,  which  is  a  rather  pretty  one,  7  leagues 
long  and  3  wide.  Despite  its  being  so  small  it  is 
dangerous  enough  to  make  steamboats  stop.  That 
day  it  rained  and  blew  hard.  I  kept  along  shore, 
and  then  the  two  Canadians  said  that  since  we 
had  to  double  a  cape  called  Pointe  au  Sable*  and 
to  go  out  into  open  water,  we  must  wait  until  the 
wind  dropped;  that  usually  the  lake  grew  calm  at 
evening.  So  we  pulled  our  canoe  on  shore  and 
patiently  waited  for  evening  in  a  beating  rain. 
My  canoe  was  a  wooden  one  made  of  a  tree  trunk. 
It  was  30  or  35  feet  long  and  from  i/2  to  2  broad. 
When  I  was  sitting  on  the  bottom  of  it  with  my 
cape  over  me,  I  had  a  hard  time  moving,  for  the 
great  trouble  with  such  canoes  is  that  they  are 
very  unsteady  and  a  fairly  heavy  wave  fills  them  at 
once.  A  person  not  accustomed  to  them  hardly 
dares  to  move;  but  in  a  short  while  you  learn  to 
turn  in  every  direction  without  making  them  lose 
their  balance.  One  of  my  two  Canadians  called 

*So  A.  spells  it.  The  modern  version  is  Point  au  Sable.  Almost 
all  voyagers  on  the  lake  in  little  boats  agree  about  the  vile 
weather  frequent  there. 
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Gamelle,  was  really  no  good  except  at  mess,*  and 
for  nothing  else.  1  lc  was  a  i  oward,  afraid  of  water, 
of  wind,  oi  the  lake,  the  shots  we  could  hear  in 
the  woods,  and  even,  I  believe,  oi  the  devil.  He 
loathed  work,  but  to  balance  that  he  loved  sleep- 
ing. The  other,  on  the  contrary,  named  Tatan, 
lowed  like  one  possessed,  was  always  ready  to  go 
ahead.  Finally  evening  came,  but  the  wind  did 
not  appear  to  be  dropping  much,  lor  an  hour 
Gamelle  had  been  pointedly  recounting  all  the 
accidents  that  had  ever  taken  place  on  Lake 
Pepin,  and  I  believe  in  other  places  too,  since  the 
discover)  oi  America,  but  without  affecting  me. 
Bui  W  hen  I  said:  ( !ome  on.  children,  the  weather 
is  pretty  calm.  1  et's  get  on  our  way  before  it  gets 
absolutely  dark/'  and  Tatan  was  read)  no,  not 
so  Gamelle.  I  wasted  all  my  eloquence;  but  luck- 
ily a  hall-bottle  of  whisky  inspired  him  with  the 
courage  my  peroration  had  been  unable  to  give 
him.  We  put  the  canoe  into  the  water  and  after 
having  been  fiercelv  tossed,  we  arrived  at  the  con- 
founded  cape.  There  more  objections  on  the  part 
of  my  friend  Gamelle,  whom  I  talked  to  this  time 
with  enough  energy  to  keep  him  from  having  any 
answer  to  make.  We  doubled  the  Pointe  au  Sable, 

•Here  there  is  a  French  pun  on  the  word  "gamelle,"  which 
means  mess. 
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and  as  soon  as  we  were  on  the  other  side,  the 
business  became  really  serious:  the  waves  were 
so  powerful  that  in  less  than  5  minutes  our 
vessel  was  completely  full  and  we  had  just  time 
enough  to  jump  into  the  water  and  haul  our 
canoe  to  the  shore.  There  we  spent  a  very  un- 
happy night,  soaked  like  ducks,  and  able  to  make 
scarcely  any  fire  because  of  the  rain  coming  down 
in  torrents.  In  such  a  situation,  I  give  my  word, 
the  lack  of  fire  is  a  great  misfortune,  for  one  in- 
evitable result  of  it  is  going  hungry. 

Next  day  it  was  fine  weather  till  evening.  We 
finished  crossing  the  lake,  and  we  made  a  good 
distance,  because  after  leaving  the  lake  the  cur- 
rent grows  strong.  On  the  lake  I  saw  the  rock  they 
call  the  Rocher  a  la  Femme,*  a  rock  made  historic 
by  a  pretty  Indian  girl  who  threw  herself  from  it. 
She  was  in  love  with  a  white  man  and  her  parents 
married  her,  or  sold  her,  to  a  savage.  But  at  the 
instant  she  was  about  to  fall  into  the  power  of  her 
master,  she  ran  to  the  rock  and  began  to  chant  the 
death-song.  Her  bridegroom  seeing  the  tragedy 
threatening,  rushed  to  prevent  it,  but  she  did  not 
give  him  time,  and  throwing  herself  over  the 
precipice,  she  was  dashed  to  bits  on  the  boulders 
bordering  the  lake.  Where  the  devil  will  not  sen- 
timent  build  its  nest! 
*  Maiden  Rock. 
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The  evening  of  the  same  day  I  had  a  storm  so 
horrible,  with  so  long  and  strong  a  tail  to  it,  that 
the  rain  prevented  my  getting  on.  During  three 
successive  days  I  had  rain  and  sun  at  intervals; 
but  by  night  only  incessant  rain  and  nothing  all 
night  long  but  rain.  I  think  this  is  much  more  dis- 
agreeable in  a  canoe  than  it  is  when  you  travel  on 
foot  or  on  horseback,  because  you  are  drenched 
both  above  and  below.  The  only  two  things  that 
disturb  me,  and  I  will  not  say  that  even  those  dis- 
courage me,  when  I  travel,  are  vermin  and  rain. 
Vermin  and  insects  that  do  not  leave  you  a  mo- 
ment of  peace  by  day  or  particularly  by  night, 
whose  stings  you  not  only  have  to  try  to  defend 
yourself  from,  but  also  to  complain  of  and  scratch 
afterwards: — when  you  get  up  in  the  morning 
without  having  slept,  and  with  your  face,  hands, 
almost  your  entire  person  swollen  as  if  somebody 
had  dipped  you  into  boiling  water;  and  the  folds 
of  your  clothes,  your  leggings,  all  of  you,  full  of 
the  most  disgusting  sort  of  natural-history  mu- 
seum, especially  if  you  have  been  unlucky  enough 
to  spend  the  night  in  an  Indian  wigwam — there 
is  what  I  call  demoralizing  insects.  And  when  I 
speak  of  bad  weather,  I  do  not  refer  to  a  storm 
that  soaks  you  to  the  bones  and  then  an  hour  or 
so  later  you  get  back  home  where  you  have  other 
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clothes  and  a  good  fire;  but  I  mean  a  rain  of  7  or 
8  days  never  stopping,  and  during  which  your 
clothes  and  overcoat  are  wet  through — when  you 
go  to  bed  in  the  mud  in  rain,  with  clothing  still 
so  drenched  that  it  is  useless  to  try  to  dry  it  at  a 
fire,  and  everything  gets  a  sour  smell  of  must,  and 
when  you  are  in  bed  inside  your  soaking  gar- 
ments, a  friendly  little  North  wind  blows  till  it 
freezes  them  into  a  nice  sweet  crust  on  top  of  you. 
Well,  I  had  the  bugs  to  amuse  me  during  my 
whole  land  trip  to  the  River  St.  Pierre,  and  the 
bad  weather  to  keep  up  the  fun  during  my  whole 
voyage  as  far  as  Green  Bay.  That  was  almost  all 
by  canoe;  and  it  was  not  until  after  the  14  Octo- 
ber, or  about  that  date,  that  it  began  to  be  cold 
but  fine  weather,  which  permits  me  to  admire  the 
beauties  of  Lake  Michigan.  It  is  on  board  the 
steamboat  "Pennsylvania"  that  I  am  writing  up 
my  journal  from  little  notes  made  in  my  pocket- 
book  en  route. 

But  let  us  return  to  my  canoe  and  the  Missis- 
sippi. The  sun,  appearing  for  a  few  instants,  let 
me  admire  more  perfectly  the  beauty  of  the  upper 
Mississippi — its  rocks,  its  hills,  its  lovely  virgin 
forests  where  I  have  spent  such  miserable  nights. 
The  first  few,  or  at  any  rate  the  first  night  one 
passes  in  the  woods,  one  is  quite  amazed  at  the 
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number  and  variety  of  noises  one  hears;  and  if 
not  so  fatigued,  one  would  rather  like  to  discover 
the  cause  of  them  all,  or  to  fire  a  couple  of  shots  at 
the  wolves  or  the  other  denizens  of  the  forest.  But 
one  soon  gets  used  to  all  that. 

On  referring  to  the  beauties  of  the  Mississippi, 
I  recall  that  after  a  great  deal  of  rain  I  had  one 
perfectly  magnificent  sunset.  The  sky  was  very 
brightly  colored,  the  air  clear  and  still.  I  was  at 
that  moment  in  my  canoe  not  in  the  main  stream 
of  the  Mississippi,  but  in  one  of  the  channels  that 
are  separated  from  the  big  one  by  charming 
islets.  The  current  was  fairly  powerful,  but  made 
no  sound.  The  woods  were  not  too  thick  and  al- 
lowed me  to  see  the  beauty  and  the  gigantic  pro- 
portions of  the  trees.  The  colors  all  about  were 
very  strong  and  the  shadows  most  pronounced,  so 
that  with  the  imagination  even  lightly  stirred, 
one  could  see  there  whatever  one  desired.  And 
that  day  my  imagination  was  violently  stirred  and 
all  the  sentimental  part  of  my  being  was  in  a  dev- 
ilish turmoil.  After  having,  it  would  seem, 
dreamed  in  silence,  my  heart  was  so  full  that  I 
cried  out:  "What  a  beautiful  sky!  What  a  beauti- 
ful land!  What  a  beautiful  river!"  Gamelle,  the 
brave  Gamelle,  aroused  by  my  exclamation, 
added:  "Oh  yes,  sir;  and  what  loads  of  ducks!" 
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On  my  honor,  I  believe  that  the  chill  of  a  dagger 
piercing  my  heart  would  have  frozen  me  less  and 
upset  me  less  than  his  exclaiming;  "What  loads 
of  ducks!"  Translating  it  "what  a  big  supper!" 
all  sweet  musings,  all  poetry  was  for  me  ruined. 

Before  getting  to  Lake  Pepin  I  visited  the  In- 
dian villages  of  Aigle  Rouge  and  Tour  des  Pins 
and  even  the  mouth  of  the  River  des  Sauteurs.* 
After  the  lake  I  saw  the  remains  of  the  village  of 
La  Feuillet  whose  unfortunate  inhabitants  were 
dead  of  smallpox.  I  passed  near  the  mountain 
Trempe  a  l'Eau,+  so  named  because,  being  a  little 
peninsula,  it  dips  into  the  water  of  the  River  des 
Serpents,§  a  river  well  named,  for  the  region  it 
drains  is  infested  by  rattlesnakes.  Those  are  in- 

*The  Sauters,  or  rather  Saulters,  were  Chippewas  from  Sault 
Ste.  Marie.  The  river  separates  Pepin  and  Buffalo  Counties, 
Wisconsin,  and  is  now  called  the  Chippewa. 

•f-La  Feuille,  the  Leaf,  was  the  famous  Sioux  chief  Wabasha. 
Major  Thomas  Forsyth,  in  his  Narrative  of  the  Leavenworth 
Expedition  (1819)  in  "Minn.  Hist.  Soc.  Coll."  Ill,  151,  says 
".  .  .  we  encamped  six  miles  below  La  Montague  qui  trempe  a 
I'Eau.  .  .  .  We  made  the  Leaf's  village  ...  a  distance  of  only 
twelve  miles."  It  must  have  been  in  Wabasha  County,  Minne- 
sota. Edward  Duffield  Neill  in  his  "History  of  Minnesota,"  Min- 
neapolis, 1882,  speaks  of  (p.  xlviii)  Winona  "so  lately  the  resi- 
dence of  Wapashaw"  (sic). 

X  Now  in  Trempealeau  County,  Wisconsin. 

§  Now  the  Trempealeau.  If  it  was  then  called  the  Snake,  the 
name  probably  referred  to  the  Sioux  and  not  to  rattlesnakes. 
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deed  rather  common  on  the  shores  of  the  Missis- 
sippi. While  crossing  the  prairies  I  saw  several  of 
the  large  snakes  or  adders  that  they  call  prairie- 
snakes.  They  are  of  a  pretty  large  size,  but  not 
poisonous.  Sometimes  I  shot  at  them,  which  made 
them  leap  in  the  strangest  manner. 

Near  the  River  Mechante  Hache*  some  Indians 
called  to  us,  and  the  two  Canadians  who  knew  a 
little  Sioux,  told  me  that  they  were  inviting  us  to 
a  banquet.  I  at  once  accepted  their  kind  invita- 
tion, and  a  banquet  of  ducks  and  musk-rats  was 
served  to  us.  Curiosity  led  me  to  give  the  prefer- 
ence to  the  rats,  and  I  was  glad  I  had;  for  in  the 
Fall  the  rat  has  lost  almost  all  its  flavor  and  tastes 
only  just  enough  of  musk  to  give  an  agreeable 
and  aromatic  suggestion  of  taste  to  the  meat, 
which  otherwise  is  much  like  that  of  rabbit. 

My  two  companions  showed  me  a  rock  that  is 
greatly  venerated  among  the  Sioux  and  which 
they  have  painted  with  vermilion  exactly  as  they 
do  their  own  eyes,  faces,  and  hair  on  feast-days  or 
show  occasions.  I  saw  that  Painted  Rock,t  so 
called  because  it  had  naturally  some  spots. 

•Bad  Axe  River  in  Vernon  County,  Wisconsin. 
+  Painted  Rocks,  in  Allamakee  County,  Iowa.  However,  "Red 
Rock,  six  miles  below  Saint  Paul,  receives  its  name  from  a 
boulder  of  gTanite  which  lies  upon  the  shore  of  the  Mississippi, 
and  which  the  Indians  have  painted  red  and  consider  a  tutelar 
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The  etymology  of  the  names  of  rivers,  prairies, 
rocks,  and  other  places  in  this  country,  derives,  as 
one  may  have  noticed,  very  often  from  some  cir- 
cumstance or  souvenir  connected  with  them, 
which  passes  from  mouth  to  mouth  and  from  gen- 
eration to  generation,  and  thus  acquires  a  geo- 
graphical authority.  The  funniest  derivation  I 
have  heard  of  is  that  of  the  name  of  a  prairie 
which  the  hunters  along  the  Mississippi  call  the 
Ferribault  (sic)  Woman's  Prairie.  Here  in  a  few 
words  is  the  etymology: — Mr.  Ferribault's  wife 
was  a  half-breed  who  affected  the  costume  and  the 
customs  of  white  people  and  made  fun  of  Indians. 
Some  young  Indians  in  the  neighborhood,  vexed 
at  her  jokes,  swore  to  be  revenged,  and  one  fine 
day  they  got  hold  of  Mrs.  Ferribault  and,  as  the 
Indians  say,  passed  her  around  on  the  prairie;  and 
the  chronicle  has  it  that  25  young  Indians  in- 
flicted upon  her  the  most  terrible  punishment 
(from  the  moral  point  of  view)  that  can  be  in- 
flicted on  a  woman.  Fortunately  Mrs.  Ferribault 
put  up  with  all  these  outrages  for  the  love  of  God 
and  felt  only  the  better  afterwards. 

When  Heaven  saw  fit,  I  finally  arrived  at 
Prairie  du  Chien.  A  terrible,  atrocious  catas- 

deity"  ("Minnesota  Year  Book  for  1851,"  St.  Paul,  p.  31),  and 
Arese  may  have  remembered  that  too. 
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trophe  there  awaited  me.  My  fortitude  and  cour- 
age were  almost  shaken  by  it.  My  trunk  had  been 
robbed!  Before  leaving  for  the  Indian  country  I 
had  put  all  the  best  things  I  had  into  it:  my  dress- 
ing-case, the  crown  jewels  and  treasures,  a  letter 
of  credit  and  recommendation,  and  all  my  papers. 
Everything  had  been  taken!  After  two  minutes  of 
stupefaction  and  petrification,  I  burst  not  into 
tears  but,  I  fear,  into  oaths  and  imprecations 
against  Yankees;  and  that  helped  me  a  lot. 
Through  precaution  I  had  also  put  1000  francs 
into  that  trunk,  in  case  what  I  had  on  me  might 
be  stolen  by  the  Indians.  I  made  a  firm  resolve 
never  in  the  future  to  be  careful,  for  if  I  had  kept 
all  my  belongings  in  my  own  care,  the  truth  is  that 
I  should  not  have  lost  anything.  As  for  what  I 
still  had,  that  was  unfortunately  very  little — 3 
shirts  and  3  scarves,  no  more  stockings  for  a  long 
while  back.  It  was  no  longer  a  time  to  think  of 
pebbles,  minerals,  Indian  curiosities:  they  are  not 
very  useful  against  either  cold  or  hunger.  And 
still  this  event  did  not  dishearten  me  enough  to 
bring  me  to  giving  up  the  rest  of  my  trip.  I  had 
only  a  few  piastres  left,  but  I  did  not  care.  I  had 
been  deserted  even  by  my  little  hunting-shirt, 
which  while  I  travelled  had  left  me  most  under- 
handedly,  bit  by  bit.  So  I  bought  myself  a  winter 
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overcoat  made  of  a  woolen  blanket,  as  the  custom 
is  in  that  part  of  the  world;  and  I  reckoned  that 
by  selling  my  fire-arms  in  Detroit,  where  I  should 
need  them  no  longer,  I  should  have  enough 
money  to  finish  my  trip. 

I  knew  that  letting  them  go  would  be  as  hard 
for  me  as  giving  the  purest  part  of  my  blood;  be- 
cause really  when  you  have  good  arms  and  they 
were  given  you  by  your  intimate  friends,  weapons 
that  have  never  failed  to  answer  to  your  demands 
but  have  always  faithfully  served  you,  and  have 
even  perhaps  got  you  out  of  some  pretty  serious 
scrapes,  why,  it  is  very  difficult  to  give  them  up. 
It  was  then  that  I  had  to  put  my  courage  and  firm- 
ness to  the  proof. 


C  '* } 

£  Across  Wisconsin  Mostly  in  Canoes, 


Prairie  du  chien  is  a  town  in  process  of  birth 
and  one  suspects  that  it  has  a  hard  time  get- 
ting born,  because  for  a  long  while  it  has  not 
done  so  except  on  paper.  I  left  the  prairies  and 
crossed  the  Wisconsin,  to  go  see  Mineral  Point.* 
This  name  is  appropriate  for  the  whole  district  is 
very  rich  in  copper  and  especially  in  lead  mines. 
The  part  so  far  worked  lies  between  the  Wiscon- 
sin and  the  River  des  Fievres,t  the  Mississippi, 
and  the  Illinois,  an  extent  more  than  100  miles 
square. 

The  excavations  near  Mineral  Point  are  many 
but  small — you  would  say  like  rat-holes — and 
that  is  because  the  government  has  sold  the  land 
in  very  small  lots  and  each  proprietor  develops  his 
own  piece.  Nevertheless  the  mines  are  very  pro- 
ductive, for  the  ore  in  them  is  abundant  and  rich. 
It  yields  from  75  to  80  percent  of  pure  metal,  and 
in  some  places  as  much  as  90  percent.  I  have  been 

•In  Iowa  County,  Wisconsin, 
f  Now  the  Galena. 
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told  that  nearer  to  Galena  and  Dubuque  the  exca- 
vations are  a  great  deal  bigger. 

From  Mineral  Point  I  went  to  Fort  Winnebago. 
The  country  I  went  through  to  get  there  is  most 
beautiful.  Next  to  Virginia,  it  is  the  prettiest 
country  I  have  seen  in  America.  There  are  lovely 
prairies,  very  broken  up  and  with  high  hills,  some- 
times crowned  by  rocks  and  firs:  and  the  prairies 
are  interspersed  with  fine  forests,  and  from  the 
hill-tops  there  are  views  as  varied  as  they  are 
extensive. 

Fort  Winnebago  is  like  all  the  other  American 
forts  in  the  Indian  country.  It  is  between  the  Wis- 
consin and  the  Fox  River,  and  is  also  called 
Portage,  because  it  is  necessary  to  carry  all  mer- 
chandise and  canoes  or  other  boats  across  by  land, 
so  that  when  they  have  come  up  by  one  river  they 
can  go  down  by  the  other  as  far  as  Green  Bay, 
where  they  can  then  pass  into  the  Great  Lakes. 

I  happened  to  be  there  during  the  days  when 
the  American  government  commissioners  were 
paying  the  compensation  to  the  Indians  for  the 
purchase  of  their  lands.  There  was  a  gathering  of 
almost  4000  Indians,  some  Winnebagos,  some 
Menominees.  The  American  government  buys 
land  from  the  Indians  by  force  if  necessary,  and 
pays  them  a  few  cents  for  it,  surveys  it,  and  resells 
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it  at  10  shillings.  But  that  is  not  the  only  immoral 
thing  about  it:  for  instance  this  year  the  govern- 
ment pays  them  only  half  in  money,  and  for  the 
other  half  it  sends  them  merchandise  which  ap- 
parently is  such  a  drug  that  the  Indians  do  not 
want  it.  To  the  government's  injustice  we  must 
add  the  extortion  and  thieving  of  clerks  and  in- 
terpreters, who  all  try  to  outdo  one  another  in 
that  way.  After  that  comes  the  demands  of  the 
whites  for  indemnities  for  damages  sometimes 
imaginary  and  always  exaggerated.  Finally  there 
are  the  shopkeepers  that  always  flock  to  a  place 
where  payments  are  being  made,  and  sell  their 
goods  at  exorbitant  prices.  A  fine  idea  those 
wretches  must  form  of  our  civilization]  Here  is 
an  instance  of  the  gouging  that  goes  on:  I  needed 
a  mode  of  transportation  for  covering  50  miles; 
they  asked  me  (they  were  white  men)  65  piastres,* 
which  is  to  say  344  francs,  for  hiring  me  a  horse 
for  only  two  days — and  I  no  Indian,  or  at  least  so 
I  flatter  myself. 

The  Winnebagos — also  called  Puants,+  because 
I  suppose  they  are  dirtier  than  other  Indians — 
are  the  very  scum  of  their  race.  They  are  more 

*  Probablv  he  means  dollars.  Piastre  was  a  name  applied  to 
various  coins  in  various  countries  at  various  times. 
fThat  is,  in  English,  Stinkers. 
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treacherous,  more  malicious,  more  vindictive 
than  the  others.  Their  costume  varies  very  little 
from  the  rest.  Only,  their  women  instead  of 
having  their  hair  down  on  the  shoulders,  like  the 
Sioux  women,  wear  it  in  a  thick  pigtail  bound 
with  colored  ribbons  and  stuck  with  beads  and 
other  gewgaws.  The  men  wear  theirs  rolled  tight 
around  the  head  and  fastened  with  strings  of 
Venetian  glass  trinkets,  usually  white,  so  that  at  a 
certain  distance  you  would  think  they  had  eggs 
hung  to  their  hair.  The  men  wear  wide  embroid- 
ered garters  below  the  knee,  to  hold  their  mitasses 
or  loose  leggings. 

After  a  long  search  I  found  a  miserable  nag  and 
a  small  cart,  and  left  for  the  Butte  des  Morts.* 
But  I  had  gone  scarcely  12  miles  before  discover- 
ing that  I  should  have  difficulty  in  getting  to  my 
journey's  end  with  that  horse.  Six  miles  farther  I 
came  to  the  Grande  Riviere.t  The  water  was  high 
and  the  current  pretty  strong;  indeed  it  was  run- 
ning rather  too  strong.  I  unloaded  the  little  cart, 
with  the  help  of  the  man  who  drove  it  I  carried 
my  scanty  baggage  to  the  other  bank.  Then  the 
man  stood  up  in  the  cart  and  urged  his  horse  into 
the  water.  As  far  as  halfway  he  went  all  right,  and 

♦About  where  Oshkosh  now  is. 
fThis  would  seem  to  be  the  Fox. 
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then  the  poor  beast  was  carried  off  by  the  current. 
The  driver  yelled  "Help!"  I  jumped  into  the 
water,  forgetting  that  I  could  not  swim  and 
moved  solely  by  my  guide's  cries  of  distress.  Be- 
fore I  had  time  to  reach  the  horse,  the  current  be- 
gan to  make  me  too  move  where  it  chose  and  not 
where  I  chose,  and  I  saw  myself  lost.  Fortunately 
I  did  not  lose  my  nerve.  I  considered  my  position 
and  realized  that  fighting  against  the  current  was 
useless;  and  at  that  instant  I  noticed  that  about 
thirty  feet  downstream  the  current  hit  the  bank. 
I  let  myself  go,  and  was  lucky  enough  to  get  hold 
of  the  branches  of  a  willow.  So  I  was  saved;  and 
certainly  had  I  not  luckily  noticed  the  situation,  I 
should  have  been  done  for  and  have  gone  to  help 
fatten  the  fishes  in  the  Grande  Riviere. 

While  this  was  taking  place,  which  was  a  few 
seconds,  the  horse  had  got  on  the  shore;  but  it  had 
not  the  strength  to  drag  the  cart  up,  as  the  bank 
was  high;  and  that  task  was  for  us.  So  while  the 
driver  held  the  cart,  I  got  into  the  water  and  with 
a  hatchet  I  hollowed  out  a  sort  of  runway.  Then 
we  shoved  our  gala-coach  and  got  it  on  dry  land. 
But  the  horse  came  out  of  all  this  with  one  knee 
badly  hurt,  and  I  was  forced,  much  against  my 
will,  to  retrace  my  road  as  far  as  the  Fort. 

The  country  here  is  much  like  what  I  crossed 
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in  first  going  to  the  Fort:  always  an  enormous 
number  of  pheasants.  Very  often  I  saw  them  by  as 
many  as  thirty  together.  Fortunately  they  were 
not  timid,  so  that  I  always  ate  excellently. 

At  the  Fort  I  found  difficulties  enough  to  give 
liver-complaint  to  a  man  with  a  liver  of  bronze; 
and  a  day  lost  would  have  made  me  miss  the 
steamboat  that  I  knew  was  due  to  be  at  Green 
Bay  on  such  a  date,  and  would  have  delayed  my 
whole  trip  by  maybe  two  or  three  weeks.  The  de- 
lay was  nothing  to  me,  for  in  those  days  unluckily 
for  me,  whether  I  lived  well  or  badly  in  one  place 
or  another,  was  utterly  indifferent  to  me;  but  my 
thirst  for  letters  and  for  news  from  Europe  was 
becoming  more  unbearable  every  moment.  Some 
articles  I  had  read  in  old  American  newspapers 
that  I  had  fished  out  at  various  forts  where  I  had 
passed,  had  got  me  devilish  stirred  up;  without 
reckoning  that  for  five  months  now  I  had  had  no 
news  of  my  family.  At  last,  after  many  disappoint- 
ments, I  found  a  family  of  Menominee  Indians 
who  were  going  down  by  canoe.  I  urged  them 
very  hard  to  take  me  along,  and  by  means  of  4 
woolen  blankets,  2  pounds  of  powder,  and  4 
pounds  of  shot,  which  I  had  bought  at  the  Fort 
for  35  dollars,  I  got  them  to  carry  me  to  the  Butte 
des  Morts. 
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It  was  a  very  nice  birch-bark  canoe,  24  feet  long 
by  3  or  4  wide  at  its  greatest  width.  Such  canoes 
are  made  of  three  pieces  of  birch-bark  sewn  to- 
gether lengthwise  and  tarred  along  the  seams.  In- 
side there  are  little  hoops  of  very  thin  wood  to 
hold  the  bark  tight,  and  the  whole  contrivance  is 
so  thin  and  so  light  that,  other  things  being  equal, 
it  weighs  no  more  than  if  it  were  made  of  paste- 
board. I  find  that  type  of  canoe  far  preferable  to 
the  wooden  ones,  because  they  are  more  comfort- 
able to  sit  in,  it  is  easier  to  move  about,  they  are 
less  tippy,  and  being  infinitely  lighter  than  the 
others,  they  always  float  on  top  of  the  waves  and 
consequently  never  ship  water.  And  for  another 
even  greater  superiority — they  go  faster  than  the 
others.  Their  one  bad  point  is  that  the  least  blow 
tears  them,  and  to  avoid  that,  you  have  to  disem- 
bark when  the  water  is  extremely  shallow,  to  keep 
them  from  rubbing  along  the  bottom;  and  at 
times  you  have  to  lift  them  out  and  put  them  in 
again,  so  as  not  to  risk  destroying  them  against 
some  bank  of  particularly  dangerous  character. 

The  family  I  travelled  with  consisted  of  an 
Indian  man,  his  wife,  and  a  boy  of  nine  who  also 
paddled.  They  were  excellent  savages,  as  all  the 
Menominees  are.  The  Menominees  are  also 
called  the  Wild  Rice,  from  a  sort  of  grain  between 
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oats  and  rice,  which  grows  in  their  marshes  and 
which  they  use  a  great  deal  of.  I  never  travelled  in 
the  Indian  country  so  comfortably  as  with  that 
family.  In  Europe,  according  to  what  I  have 
heard,  travelling  comfortably  means  having  a 
good  vehicle,  a  valet,  a  courier  who  pays  the  pos- 
tilions pretty  high  to  keep  going,  who  sees  about 
your  lodgings,  your  dinner,  your  fire,  your  bed: 
but  in  my  case  it  meant  having  a  good  canoe,  a 
good  matting,  a  tent,  some  good  tinder  and  dry 
wood  in  order  to  be  able  to  make  a  fire  at  once  in 
spite  of  rain,  having  kettles  and  a  whole  well-run 
store.  As  for  me,  I  had  none  of  all  that,  but  my 
Indians  were  well  provided,  and  no  sooner  were 
we  on  shore  than  they  had  a  tent  put  up  with  poles 
they  cut  and  mats  they  carried  in  the  canoe.  Other 
mats  were  spread  on  the  ground  around  a  fire  that 
was  instantly  lighted  in  the  centre  of  the  tent.  The 
kettle,  the  kindly  kettle,  was  instantly  hung  up, 
and  ducks,  game,  or  fish  were  put  into  it. 

The  best  place  in  the  tent  and  the  nicest  mat 
were  always  reserved  for  me.  The  two  Indians 
were  so  unceremonious  that  my  presence  did  not 
trouble  them  in  the  least,  not  even  when  they  gave 
each  other  very  positive  proof  of  their  conjugal 
affection,  while  I  was  smoking  my  pipe. 

I  crossed  the  Lakes  du  Boeuf  and  Lake  Opa- 
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cua,*  and  in  three  days  I  reached  the  Butte  des 
Morts  125  miles  away  from  Fort  Winnebago. 

One  curious  thing  I  noticed  was  that  whenever 
the  Indian  or  I  had  killed  a  duck  or  other  bird 
and  the  Indian  woman  heard  us  or  saw  us  loading 
our  guns,  she  never  failed  to  leave  her  paddle  and 
to  pluck  a  few  feathers  from  the  fresh-killed  fowl 
and  then  to  sprinkle  them  on  the  water.  It  was 
like  a  spell  she  was  casting  to  bring  luck  to  the 
shot  we  had  prepared  to  fire  next. 

At  the  Butte  des  Morts  (so  called  because  of  a 
massacre  of  Indians  that  took  place  at  the  time  the 
French  were  occupying  that  region),  there  is  now 
a  post  of  the-  American  Fur  Company.  The  em- 
ployee at  the  head  of  it  told  me  that  two  days  pre- 
vious there  had  been  a  tragedy  in  his  house.  An 
Indian  girl  who  was  there  had  a  quarrel  with  an 
Indian  man.  She  seized  a  gun  and  shot  him  dead, 
and  then  ran  to  take  refuge  in  her  parents'  wig- 
wam; but  they  brought  her  back  to  be  delivered 
to  the  dead  man's  family.  When  one  member  of  a 
family  is  murdered,  all  the  others  have  the  right 
to  avenge  his  death,  and  if  they  cannot  find  the 
culprit,   the  right  is   transferable,  so  to  speak, 

*  The  first  named  have  become  the  Buffalo  Lakes,  and  the  other 
one.  whatever  it  mav  then  have  been  called,  is  now  Lake  Puck- 
awav.  They  are  in  Marquette  and  Green  Counties,  Wisconsin. 
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against  the  whole  family,  unless,  with  the  consent 
of  the  other  family,  they  choose  to  buy  off  the 
price  of  blood  with  gifts.  In  that  case  the  affair 
takes  precisely  the  course  of  a  civil  contract.  In 
the  present  instance  the  young  girl's  parents  be- 
ing too  poor  to  pay  and  too  feeble  to  fight,  deliv- 
ered their  daughter  up  for  death.  But  luckily  the 
employee  at  the  American  Fur  Company  paid  the 
blood-price  and  the  girl  was  saved. 

Here  the  Indian  family  left  me.  They  were  go- 
ing in  a  different  direction,  and  I  found  another 
canoe  with  two  Indians,  who  in  two  days  took  me 
to  Green  Bay.  I  admit  that  at  times,  when  I  saw 
myself  in  that  little  canoe,  quite  alone  with  In- 
dians in  the  very  centre  of  North  America,  it 
struck  me  as  funny;  and  on  my  word  of  honor  I 
frequently  thought  I  was  dreaming.  Indeed  my 
social  position  really  was  singular  and  excep- 
tional. 

I  crossed  the  Lake  of  the  Butte  des  Morts,  and 
the  big  Lake  Winnebago,  which  is  1 3  leagues  long 
and  4  wide.  As  the  wind  was  favorable,  we  hoisted 
a  blanket  for  a  sail  and  made  good  progress.  The 
second  day  we  ran  the  rapids.  The  first  two  are 
rather  long,  several  miles.  They  are  not  difficult. 
The  swiftness  with  which  you  go  through  them  is 
really  astonishing.  Sometimes  far  ahead  you  see 
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water  so  shallow  that  as  it  dashes  up  it  hardly 
covers  the  rocks,  and  you  ask  yourself:  "Where 
the  devil  can  this  poor  little  canoe  pass?"  and  in 
the  time  it  takes  to  form  the  idea,  the  bad  spot  has 
gone  by  and  you  turn  to  look  back  at  it,  but  in 
vain,  for  it  is  by  then  out  of  sight. 

The  noise  ot  the  third  rapid,  the  most  diflicult 
one  of  all,  could  be  heard  from  a  long  way  off.  It 
i>  more  ot  a  cataract  than  a  rapid.  According  to 
what  they  told  me,  it  is  a  league  in  length.  You  ap- 
proach it  with  arrowlike  speed.  At  the  length  of 
two  musket-shots  from  the  rapid  I  saw  the  Indian 
who  was  in  the  bow  of  the  <  anoe  rest  Ins  paddle  on 
the  boat  For  an  instant  I  supposed  that  having 
seen  our  \  esse]  in  a  bad  position  among  the  rocks, 
he  was  going  to  leap  out  and  try  to  swim  ashore, 
Leaving  me  there  to  fare  as  best  I  might.  I  seized 
my  gun,  lor  if  through  his  behavior  I  was  to  leave 
unexpectedly  for  the  other  world,  I  wanted  at 
least  to  send  him  on  ahead  of  me  so  as  to  get  de- 
cent lodgings  ready  for  me.  Suddenly  I  saw  him 
take  two  little  stones  from  the  powder-sack  he 
wore  around  his  neck.  One  of  them  he  tossed  to 
the  right  and  the  other  to  the  left  of  the  canoe, 
took  up  his  paddle  again,  and  we  shot  the  rapids 
splendidlv.  He  was  casting  a  charm,  just  as  at 
home,  priests  in  the  country  give  a  benediction 
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from  the  church  door  to  charm  away  storms  and 
chase  off  hail.  Once  you  feel  sure  there  is  no  dan- 
ger, it  is  great  fun  to  feel  the  little  canoe  leaping 
along  the  waves  like  a  carp  and  flying  as  fast  as 
thought!  Sometimes  she  shipped  a  bit  of  water  by 
the  bow.  The  water  coming  down  with  great 
speed,  is  broken  on  those  rocks  that  are  just  on  the 
surface,  and  forms  waves  that  travel  in  the  op- 
posite direction  to  the  current;  and  those  meeting 
the  canoe  that  arrives  with  the  swiftness  of  light- 
ning, give  it  a  terrific  shake  and  sometimes  fill  it. 
At  the  fourth  rapid  we  made  a  portage  of  a 
quarter  of  a  mile.  That  is,  we  were  obliged  to 
carry  the  canoe  on  our  backs.  After  that  I  de- 
scended the  river  to  its  outlet,  and  that  evening  I 
arrived  at  Green  Bay.  The  next  morning  at  ten 
o'clock  I  left  for  Chicago.  I  had  time  to  visit  the 
growing  town,  which  did  not  require  many  min- 
utes. I  excused  myself  from  going  to  see  the  Fort, 
for  all  the  forts  are  alike.  They  are  nothing  but 
small  barracks,  built  sometimes  of  stone,  but 
oftener  of  wood.  One  of  my  acquaintances  who 
had  gone  to  see  the  Fort  some  days  before,  told  me 
that  the  garrison  was  9  men  strong  (including  the 
drummer  and  the  officer),  five  of  whom  were  that 
day  under  arrest. 


(X) 

C  Apologia  for  Taking  the  Trip  &  a 
Description  of  the  Indians. 

I  left  on  the  "Steam  Packet  Pennsylvania," 
which  is  not  a  good  ship.  On  the  contrary,  she 
is  dirty  and  poorly  run:  you  would  think  your- 
self on  some  European  steamboat,  between  Lon- 
don and  Calais,  or  Dover  and  Ostend,  rather  than 
on  an  American  one,  because  generally  those  are 
lovely.  There  were  640  passengers  on  board,  a 
regular  little  Tower  of  Babel,  except  for  a  dozen 
well-bred  people,  among  whom  I  do  myself  the 
honor  of  counting  myself,  although  my  ruined 
clothes  would  not  give  me  the  right  to — and 
about  a  dozen  more  who  permitted  themselves 
the  sweet  illusion  that  they  were  well-bred  too, 
but  who  really  were  not.  The  rest  were  nothing 
but  a  horrible  mixture  of  Irish,  Germans,  and 
Kentuckians  or  something  resembling  them.  To 
top  the  bad  luck  there  were  masses  of  small  chil- 
dren howling,  not  to  tear  your  heart,  but  your 
ears.  And  nursing  mothers!  An  odor  and  a  scene 
to  disgust  a  stomach  made  of  Corinth  metal  which 
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is  the  hardest  metal  known.  I  more  than  once 
cried:  "Oh,  how  much  better  off  I  was  when  sleep- 
ing on  the  prairies,  or  in  the  forest,  and  even  un- 
der a  heavy  rain!"  Despite  all  that,  I  must  admit 
that  I  had  a  feeling  of  joy  on  finding  myself  aboard 
a  steamboat,  after  all  the  trouble  and  all  the  dis- 
comforts I  had  borne  and  all  the  vexations  and 
obstacles  I  had  met.  I  seemed  to  be  home  once 
more.  The  pleasurable  emotion  I  felt  later,  on 
stepping  foot  on  board  one  of  the  magnificent 
American  packets  which  carried  me  back  toward 
my  native  land,  was  not  a  great  deal  stronger. 

But  what  the  devil,  you  will  say  to  me,  did  you 
go  way  off  there  for,  to  the  end  of  the  world,  to 
run  so  many  dangers,  suffer  so  much  fatigue  and 
privation;  and  what  good  did  it  do  you,  you  who 
are  neither  geologist,  mineralogist,  nor  natural- 
ist? As  I  see  it,  the  reply  is  fairly  simple:  I  believe 
it  is  not  absolutely  necessary  to  be  something  end- 
ing in  "ist,"  in  order  to  be  capable  of  seeing,  feel- 
ing, and  admiring  the  beauties  of  nature.  Besides, 
I  trust  that  every  one  is  free  to  take  his  pleasure 
where  he  finds  it.  There  are  people  who  find  it  in 
being  "fashionable"  in  London  or  "incroyable" 
in  Paris.  But  I,  on  the  contrary,  find  it  in  roving 
about  either  with  a  caravan  of  Arabs  in  the  deserts 
of  Africa  or  with  Indians  on  the  Western  Prairies. 
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A  life  of  adventure  guided  almost  by  pure  chance, 
has  a  charm  that  no  one  can  conceive  who  has 
not  tried  it.  It  is  quite  true  that  by  evening  of  the 
first  days  I  passed  on  the  prairies  my  senses  were 
all  excessively  fatigued  because  of  the  continual 
tension  they  were  subjected  to.  For  it  was  neces- 
sary to  listen  for  the  slightest  sound,  and  as  soon  as 
eyes  freed  from  any  obstacle  could  take  in  the 
full  sweep  of  an  immense  prairie,  it  was  necessary 
to  look  very  close  so  as  to  be  sure  whether  there 
was  smoke  to  be  seen,  or  footprints,  whether  the 
grass  was  just  alike  everywhere  and  motionless, 
whether  I  don't  know  what.  But  by  the  end  of 
three  or  four  days  I  was  as  well  habituated  to  all 
that  as  to  the  idea  that  my  existence  depended  on 
the  sight  of  my  musket  or  that  of  my  pistols.  In 
the  course  of  my  life  I  have  always  had  the  good 
luck  or  bad  luck  to  accustom  myself  very  rapidly 
to  all  circumstances.  I  say  good  or  bad  luck,  be- 
cause when  the  circumstances  were  disagreeable, 
their  unpleasantness  did  not  last  long,  and  when 
they  were  agreeable,  their  charm  and  in  particu- 
lar their  novelty  did  not  last  long  either.  Prob- 
ably people  will  do  me  the  honor  to  believe  that  it 
requires  a  lot  of  courage  to  make  such  a  trip.  That 
is  not  so  in  the  least:  but  it  does  require  lots  of 
persistence. 
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The  time  courage  was  necessary  was  in  New 
York  where,  having  a  pleasant  place  to  live,  being 
well  received  in  Society  and  much  entertained, 
having  friends  and  all  kinds  of  attractions  in  life, 
I  spread  out  on  my  bed,  for  the  table  was  not  big 
enough,  a  huge  map  of  America  and  said  to  my- 
self: "I  will  give  up  all  the  comforts  of  my  present 
existence  and  go  live  amidst  privations  and  dan- 
gers." That  is  the  moment  when  perhaps  I  did 
have  to  use  courage.  But  afterwards  the  rest  was 
nothing  but  a  consequence,  and  in  this  lower 
world,  when  one  wishes  a  thing  one  must  also 
wish  its  consequences.  Otherwise  one  can  never 
wish  anything. 

At  Saint  Louis  they  tried  to  weaken  my  deci- 
sion: the  managers  of  the  American  Fur  Com- 
pany gave  me  a  very  unattractive  picture  of  what 
awaited  me  and  admitted  what  they  feared  for 
me,  which  was  that  I  should  probably  remain  for- 
ever somewhere  on  the  road.  I  don't  know  if  it  is 
fortunate  or  not,  but  I  have  always  had  a  very  firm 
or  a  very  stubborn  character  (one  may  choose  the 
adjective  one  likes:  it  makes  no  difference  to  me; 
I  am  not  fussy  about  words).  The  fact  is  that  I 
did  not  like  to  relinquish  my  decision:  so,  hav- 
ing made  all  the  purchases  requisite  for  such  a 
trip  and  put  aside  in  my  trunk  the  famous  1000 
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francs  (which,  one  will  remember,  the  devil 
stole),  I  considered  it  my  strict  duty  to  spend  300 
fr.,  or  about  that,  during  the  last  two  days,  so  as 
not  to  have  any  regrets  in  case  of  fatal  accidents; 
and  I  departed  with  a  light  heart  and  an  empty 
purse. 

Travelling  on  the  prairies  can  never  be  made 
very  comfortable;  but  for  money  one  may  have 
tents,  extra  horses,  huntsmen  to  bring  in  game 
and  to  form  an  escort.  But  since  unfortunately 
for  me  my  communications  with  my  minister  of 
finance  were  not  direct,  I  had  to  do  without  all 
that,  and  my  cloak,  my  legs,  and  my  musket  bore 
all  the  work. 

One  of  the  great  advantages  I  gained  from  my 
trip  was  a  tremendous  confidence  in  myself — the 
conviction  that  nothing  in  the  world  could  make 
me  shrink,  and  that  in  whatever  case,  I  should 
always  be  able  to  be  sufficient  to  myself,  especially 
from  the  point  of  view  of  morale. 

Before  diving  back  into  the  civilized  world, 
and  after  having  seen  Indians  en  masse  and  of  all 
varieties,  after  having  travelled  and  lived  with 
them,  and  particularly  after  having  become  sick 
and  tired  of  them,  I  will  try  to  wrrite  a  couple  of 
words  about  them. 

Without  venturing  into  a  scientific  question 
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which  is  perhaps  superfluous  and  certainly  far 
beyond  my  powers  and  my  knowledge,  I  will  yet 
say  that  the  scholars  who  have  examined  the 
monuments  and  the  hieroglyphic  inscriptions 
found  in  Mexico  and  in  the  interior  of  the  United 
States,  decided  that  the  natives  who  were  found 
in  those  places  at  the  period  of  the  discovery  of 
the  New  World,  were  not  the  first  inhabitants, 
without  however  being  able  to  discover  anything 
about  their  origin.  As  to  the  Indians  of  today,  it 
seems  to  be  generally  agreed  that  they  descend 
from  Tartar  Mongols  who,  in  very  distant  times, 
came  over  from  Kamchatka  across  the  Aleutian 
and  the  Kurile  Islands  and  Behring  Straits,  to  the 
American  continent.  Of  several  Indian  tribes 
very  powerful  not  more  than  a  century  since, 
there  now  remain  only  the  names;  and  such  is  the 
lot  reserved  also  for  the  tribes  that  still  drag  their 
wretchedness  through  the  deserts  and  prairies  of 
America. 

The  white  men  who  were  so  well  received  at 
the  time  of  the  discovery  of  the  American  con- 
tinent, are  the  cause  of  their  destruction.  Fire- 
arms, iron,  liquor,  corruption,  and  disease,  all  in- 
troduced as  means  of  so-called  civilization,  are  the 
loss  of  those  unhappy  tribes.  To  that  one  must 
add  that  the  Indians,  not  knowing  agriculture, 
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are  obliged  to  feed  themselves  entirely  by  hunt- 
ing, and  that,  being  pushed  back  by  the  whites 
toward  the  Rocky  Mountains,  they  find  game 
there,  it  is  true,  but  at  the  same  time  also  find 
other  tribes  who  dispute  their  right  to  hunt  it; 
so  that  die  only  choice  left  them  is  between  hun- 
ger, violence,  the  white  men,  and  war — war  to 
the  death  in  case  they  go  forward. 

Today  the  number  of  Indians  in  North  Amer- 
ica— and  by  that  I  mean  not  only  the  United 
States,  but  the  whole  North  American  continent 
— has  been  reduced  to  less  than  a  million.  The 
number  of  Indians  in  the  territories  of  the  United 
States,  from  its  frontiers  to  the  Rocky  Mountains, 
is  about  500,000.  This  reckoning  is  maybe  not 
very  exact,  for  among  the  thousand  difficulties  of 
making  a  count  there  is  the  very  great  one  of  the 
continual  fluidity  of  those  brave  men  who  are  al- 
ways moving,  whether  because  they  are  driven,  or 
because,  in  order  to  hunt,  they  are  obliged  to  fol- 
low after  their  game  which  flees  in  fright  before 
the  white  man's  axe.  These  Indians  are  divided 
into  several  tribes,  each  one  of  which  has  its  own 
slight  variations  of  appearance,  religion,  lan- 
guage, mores,  and  politics;  but  the  differences  are 
not  very  marked.  I  went  through  various  tribes, 
but  the  one  whose  ways  and  habits  I  know  best,  is 
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the  Sioux  tribe,  for  it  is  among  them  that  I  stayed 
longest. 

As  to  their  religion,  the  Indians  believe  in  the 
existence  of  a  superior,  a  supreme  Being  whom 
they  call  "the  Great  Spirit"  or  "Manitou,"  whose 
name  they  swear  by,  and  to  whom  they  address 
prayers,  but  very  rarely  and  only  in  important 
crises.  They  believe  also  in  the  immortality  of  the 
soul,  but  they  have  no  idea  of  its  spirituality;  the 
good  creatures  are  too  material  to  conceive  of 
that.  They  believe  also  in  eternal  rewards  and 
punishments:  that  is  to  say,  if  a  brave  warrior  has 
killed  a  great  many  enemies,  if  he  has  been  cour- 
ageous and  a  good  hunter,  when  he  comes  to  die 
they  believe  he  has  departed  for  a  far  country  be- 
yond the  mountains  or  the  great  lake  (which  in 
their  language  is  as  much  as  to  say  the  Ocean) , 
and  that  there  he  will  find  beautiful  women, 
abundance  of  game,  good  horses,  good  pasturage 
and  springs  of  clear  water.  The  relatives  or  the 
friends  of  the  deceased  kill  his  best  horse  and  a 
few  enemies  or  slaves  to  serve  him  in  his  new 
abode.  Whereas  the  coward  on  the  contrary, 
leaves  for  a  barren  region,  without  game  and  lack- 
ing everything  that,  in  their  eyes,  makes  up  the 
charm  of  existence. 

There  are  however  some  tribes  among  which 
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the  missionaries  have  penetrated  and  sown  the 
principles  of  the  Gospel;  which  after  the  mission- 
aries' departure  have  unfortunately,  by  the  lapse 
of  time  and  the  influence  of  tradition  from  father 
to  son,  been  so  disfigured  and  mixed  with  former 
practices  and  customs,  that  they  now  present  a  re- 
ligion and  a  morality  nothing  more  than  absurd 
and  grotesque;  so  that  it  requires  the  keen  and 
trained  eye  of  an  observer  to  dig  something  of  the 
Gospel  out  of  them.  The  only  favorable  result  has 
been  that  the  habits  of  those  tribes  are  less  cruel, 
less  sanguinary.  Sometimes  the  Indians  adore  a 
stone,  a  rock,  a  tree,  but  in  general  fetichism  is 
not  widespread. 

Usually  the  savages  have  great  respect  for  the 
dead,  whom  they  expose  for  some  while  on 
wooden  scaffoldings,  and  whom  they  then  bury 
along  with  their  arms  in  tombs,  little  artificial 
mounds  of  earth;  and  for  several  days  afterwards 
they  bring  them  something  to  eat.  They  attach  a 
religious  idea  to  dreams  too,  without  however 
knowing  how  to  explain  them.  Generally  they  ac- 
cept them  as  a  sign  of  something  about  to  happen. 
They  have  faith  in  witchcraft  and  attach  great 
importance  to  casting  spells  in  order  to  make  this 
event  happen  and  that  one  not  happen. 

Their  form  of  government  is  an  aristocratic 
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republic,  with  a  chief  whose  eminence  is  some- 
times hereditary,  sometimes  elective.  Elections 
among  them  and  changes  of  chiefs,  take  place 
very  tranquilly  and  little  by  little. 

It  very  frequently  happens  that  in  some  tribe  a 
bold  young  warrior,  enterprising  and  lucky, 
brings  off  a  number  of  expeditions,  killing  many 
enemies  without  losing  too  many  of  his  own  war- 
riors (for  that  they  hold  by  enormously),  and 
begins  gradually  to  acquire  influence  and  to  be- 
come chief  in  fact  if  not  in  name,  and  by  degrees 
the  former  chief  is  forsaken  and  the  new  one  rec- 
ognized in  his  stead. 

The  tribal  affairs  and  treaties  of  peace  and  war 
are  discussed  and  decided  by  a  majority  vote  in  a 
general  Council,  where  they  smoke  and  talk  a 
great  deal;  in  these  Councils  there  are  always  re- 
nowned orators  who,  I  have  been  assured,  are 
very  logical  and  very  decisive. 

All  private  differences  are  settled  by  an  agree- 
ment arranged  by  arbiters  who  usually  are  chosen 
from  among  the  two  parties'  friends.  The  punish- 
ment of  crimes  is  left  to  the  individuals  con- 
cerned without  any  form  of  trial.  Crimes  against 
members  of  one's  own  tribe  (against  those  of  an- 
other tribe  crimes  count  as  bravery  and  skill) 
limit  themselves  to  theft,  murder,  cowardice,  and 
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sorcery.  A  person  robbed  has  the  right  to  recover, 
if  he  can,  not  only  his  property  but  everything  be- 
sides that  he  is  able  to  take  from  the  one  who 
robbed  him.  A  murderer  is  put  to  death  by  the 
victim's  family;  but  sometimes  there  are  settle- 
ments, that  is  to  say,  presents,  which  are,  so  to 
speak,  blood-money;  and  sometimes  the  transfer 
of  a  prisoner  of  war,  who  if  he  is  adopted  by  the 
family,  takes  the  dead  man's  place  and  position. 
If  a  homicide  has  been  committed  during  a  state 
of  drunkenness,  or  by  accident,  the  guilty  person 
is  not  responsible;  but  for  some  time  he  voluntar- 
ily keeps  himself  hidden  or  apart,  condemns  him- 
self to  fasting,  and  does  not  approach  his  wife.  An 
Indian  who  has  been  guilty  of  cowardice  is  pun- 
ished with  death  by  his  own  family  (what  a  good 
example  even  for  a  civilized  nation!)  .  Those  sus- 
pected of  witchcraft  can  expect  no  safety  but  by 
running  away  from  the  tribe,  for  if  they  are 
caught,  they  will  be  mercilessly  put  to  death  and 
with  their  families'  consent,  who  would  be  very 
careful  to  make  no  opposition  lest  they  should 
thus  render  themselves  accessaries  in  the  crime 
and  sharers  in  the  penalty. 

Hunting,  as  the  sole  means  of  subsistence,  and 
war,  as  the  dominant  passion  and  instinct,  are  the 
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only  two  ideas  well  developed  among  the  savages. 
Consequently  everything  that  could  be  called 
science  or  art,  can,  with  some  slight  exceptions,  be 
said  not  to  exist  for  the  Indian.  I  was  amazed  to 
observe  that  they  understood  nothing  about  the 
movements  of  the  stars.  The  colors  of  stones,  the 
appearance  of  trees  and  bark,  as  indicating  the 
South  and  the  North,  are  the  only  guidance  they 
have  when  they  travel. 

Medicine  is  professed  among  them  by  magi- 
cians; but  every  Indian  knows  how  to  use  several 
very  efficacious  simples;  guaiacum  for  snake-bites, 
sassafras,  certain  bitter  herbs  for  fever,  steam- 
baths,  which  I  have  spoken  of  above,  for  rheu- 
matism, and  blood-letting  for  inflammations  are 
all  known  to  them.  The  instrument  for  letting 
blood  is  made  of  a  piece  of  wood  into  which  they 
set  an  animal's  tooth,  or  a  fish-bone,  or  a  pebble, 
which  they  wrap  with  skin  or  string  so  as  to  leave 
only  as  much  sticking  out  as  is  requisite  for  pierc- 
ing the  vein  without  injuring  the  arm. 

The  Indians  are  very  capable  at  dressing 
wounds  by  applications  of  herb  poultices  active 
enough  to  draw  out  pieces  of  bone  and  even  lead- 
en bullets,  no  matter  how  deep-lodged  they  may 
lie;    I   have  seen  men  who  had  been   pierced 
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straight  through  by  gun-shot  or  by  arrows  and 
had  been  cured:  and  that  without  the  least  know- 
ledge of  anatomy  or  any  other  science. 

The  training  of  children  among  the  savages 
lasts  a  very  short  while.  As  soon  as  they  are  able  to 
look  after  their  own  needs,  or  at  least  to  stand  on 
their  legs,  they  have  entire  freedom  and  live  with 
their  parents  as  with  strangers,  receiving  from  the 
father  nothing  except  lessons  in  courage,  slyness, 
and  revenge — practical  lessons,  of  course,  not 
merely  theoretic. 

The  Indians  may  marry  as  many  wives  as  they 
are  able  to  feed.  Usually  they  buy  them  from  their 
parents.  The  wife  has  an  entirely  passive  role,  she 
is  almost  the  slave  of  her  husband.  It  is  she  who 
cooks  the  meals,  takes  care  of  the  babies,  the  tents, 
the  horses,  and  in  a  word,  the  whole  establish- 
ment. When  her  husband  is  away  at  war  or  hunt- 
ing, it  is  she  who  tans  the  skins  and  the  furs  and 
tailors  the  clothes.  On  the  trail  it  is  the  wife  that 
carries  the  babies,  and  the  baggage,  and  attends 
to  all  the  work  connected  with  camping.  The  hus- 
bands are  jealous  or  pretend  to  be  jealous  and  cut 
off  the  noses  and  the  ears,  sometimes  even  kill 
wives  that  have  failed  to  be  faithful.  The  wives' 
behavior  is  in  general  pretty  regular,  whereas  that 
of  girls  is  not  in  the  least  so.  A  girl  gives  or  sells 
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herself  to  anybody  she  chooses,  and  does  it  almost 
coram  populo,  without  her  reputation's  suffering 
the  slightest  bit.  When  a  stranger  arrives  in  a  tribe 
and  is  well  received,  it  never  fails  that  he  is  given 
a  woman  for  the  time  he  is  to  be  there.  In  any  case, 
supposing  he  wants  one,  he  need  not  lack.  ''Run- 
ning the  match"  is  a  phrase  in  use  among  the 
Canadian  hunters:  it  is  one  of  the  better  methods 
for  getting  girls,  and  the  pursuit  goes  like  this: 

You  enter  a  tent  when  the  fire  there  is  out.  You 
have  been  careful  to  have  a  torch  in  your  hand,  or 
it  would  be  better  to  say,  a  lighted  piece  of  wood. 
You  go  along  past  the  different  girls  in  bed,  and 
the  one  who  puts  it  out,  receives  you  in  her  arms. 
That  is  how  it  is  sometimes  done;  but  ordinarily 
you  just  go  into  a  tent  where  you  know  there  is  a 
pretty  girl,  you  stir  up  the  fire  so  as  to  be  able  to 
pick  her  out  among  the  other  people,  you  bring 
her  a  present  of  a  mirror,  some  glassware,  a  knife, 
or  any  other  little  thing,  and  your  happiness  is 
assured. 

In  general  the  savages  do  not  know  the  charm 
of  mystery  and  consider  the  actual  formula  with 
which  one  gives  proof  of  lively  emotion  as  an  ani- 
mal function  and  nothing  more. 

As  I  have  said  above,  when  I  was  travelling  with 
an  Indian  family,  the  husband  would  prove  to  his 
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wife,  before  me,  the  lively  interest  she  aroused  in 
him;  and  that  in  a  little  tent  twelve  feet  square, 
while  I  was  tranquilly  smoking  my  pipe,  and  no 
more  embarrassed  than  if  it  had  been  the  cat. 

The  language  spoken  by  the  savages  varies  with 
the  tribes.  Great  scientific  questions  have  been 
raised  in  regard  to  its  origin.  About  the  parent 
tongue  and  about  the  points  of  resemblance  in  the 
languages  I  have  read  a  great  deal  without  under- 
standing anything.  The  only  thing  positive  is  that 
the  languages  are  always  nasal,  guttural,  and  as- 
pirated; in  short,  they  are  very  disagreeable  to  the 
ear,  above  all  to  mine  which  are  content  to  detest 
aspirated  languages. 

The  Indians  are  in  general  fine-looking  and 
well-made  although  a  bit  slender,  and  one  sees 
that  the  prime  element  in  their  construction  is 
agility  rather  than  strength.  Their  skin  is  the 
color  of  wrought  copper  or  of  mahogany.  In  the 
South  it  is  a  bright  red  and  toward  the  North  it 
has  an  olive  tinge.  Their  faces  are  regular  and 
sometimes  would  be  almost  beautiful  and  noble, 
if  they  did  not  go  to  so  much  pains  to  ruin  them 
by  trying  to  beautify  them.  They  tattoo  some 
parts  of  their  bodies  and  frequently  make  lines  on 
both  cheeks.  Their  hair  is  black,  thick,  and  stiff 
like  horsehair.  Their    eyes  are  black  and  when 
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they  are  excited,  lively;  but  habitually  sullen  and 
impassive.  It  is  difficult  to  give  an  exact  idea  of 
their  costume,  seeing  that  it  varies  extremely  ac- 
cording to  tribe  and  to  personal  caprice.  The 
Sioux  wear  their  hair  long  and  falling  to  their 
shoulders,  decorated  with  little  beads,  colored 
feathers,  bits  of  carved  horn  or  bone.  In  other 
tribes  the  head  is  shaved  except  for  a  little  lock  or 
braid  hanging  on  the  shoulder.  Others  shave  their 
heads  and  retain  only  a  sort  of  crest.  Sometimes 
they  dye  their  hair  red,  grey,  and  even  occasion- 
ally with  mud.  Their  ears  are  nearly  always 
pierced  in  several  places,  and  through  the  little 
holes  they  stick  rings,  ribbons,  small  beads,  or 
other  ornaments,  whose  weight  makes  the  ear 
droop  down  on  itself  like  a  hunting-dog's.  In  some 
tribes  it  is  a  distinction  to  have  holes  in  the  ears 
and  to  have  a  little  black  spot  on  the  forehead  or 
on  the  chin.  In  each  tribe  there  is  only  one  person 
privileged  to  make  embellishments,  and  those 
who  have  been  decorated  are  superior  to  the 
others. 

It  is  however  a  pitiable  fatality  that  aristocracy 
has  made  its  poison  infiltrate  even  among  the  sav- 
ages, and  this  is  nothing  but  a  moneyed  aristoc- 
racy, for  they  pay  dear  for  that  right.  The  sole 
reasonable  aristocracy,  that  of  personal  merit,  is 
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also  recognized  by  the  Indians.  Their  brave  war- 
riors wear  ornaments  at  the  neck,  insignia  indi- 
cating the  number  of  men  they  have  killed  or 
horses  stolen,  either  in  beads  or  shells,  or  even 
rather  often  a  small  bit  of  mirror.  One  very 
strange  thing — among  the  Indians  it  is  the  men 
who  are  the  most  coquettish,  the  vainest.  A  male 
Indian  is  capable  of  remaining  for  hours  together 
in  front  of  a  piece  of  mirror,  whereas  the  women 
almost  never  make  use  of  one.  The  mirrors  serve 
for  telegraphs,  and  when  the  sun  is  shining  they 
can  send  instantaneous  signals  that  are  visible  at 
a  vast  distance,  as  for  example  from  one  end  of  a 
prairie  to  the  other. 

The  Indians  wear  no  beard.  Some  keep  a  sort 
of  imperial,  which  falls  from  the  chin;  but  in 
general  they  cut  their  beards  with  a  knife,  as  close 
as  possible,  then  with  a  piece  of  iron  or  brass  wire 
wound  very  tight  around  a  stick.  When  the  stick 
is  removed,  the  wire  forms  a  sort  of  spring  which 
serves  to  take  off  all  the  hairs  down  to  the  roots. 
The  same  instrument  is  used  by  both  sexes 
(which  can  scarcely  be  very  amusing). 

The  Indians  wear  bracelets  which  are  just  a 
wire  roughly  carved.  The  upper  part  of  their 
bodies  is  bare,  or  sometimes  in  Winter  they  put 
on  a  sort  of  shirt  made  of  deerskin  and  large  stock- 
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ings  that  come  up  to  the  top  of  their  thighs,  em- 
broidered in  colored  leather,  in  porcupine  quills, 
or  for  the  great  warriors  in  slain  enemies'  scalps. 
They  fasten  the  big  leggings  above  their  hips  with 
a  strap,  to  which  they  attach  a  piece  of  cloth  or 
leather  (before  and  behind)  passing  between 
their  legs  and  always  kept  on  even  when  they  are 
in  their  simplest  negligee.  That  part  of  their  cos- 
tume is  called  a  "brayet."*  Hung  to  their  belt  they 
always  carry  their  scalping-knife,  their  tomahawk, 
and  their  pipe.  As  footgear  they  have  boots  of 
buffalo  hide  or  deer,  which  are  tight  around  the 
lower  part  of  the  leg.  These  are  embroidered  and 
have  no  soles,  and  are  called  "moccasins."  The  In- 
dians closest  to  the  white  men  have  an  unattrac- 
tive fashion  of  wearing  blankets  as  a  wrap,  and 
the  others  have  them  of  buffalo  leather  orna- 
mented and  embroidered  and  with  their  exploits 
indifferently  painted  on  the  inside:  the  number 
of  men  killed,  white  and  red,  specifying  whether 
killed  with  arrow,  gun,  or  tomahawk  (which  has 
great  merit),  and  the  men  among  the  enemy 
whom  they  have  touched,  for  it  is  a  great  feat  of 
hardihood  to  dash  madly  away  and  plunge  into 
the  enemies'  midst  and  return  after  having  merely 
touched  one  of  them,  without  even  having  done 

*  The  real  word  is  "brayette,"  a  variant  of  "braguette." 
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him  the  least  harm.  Their  weapons  are  the  toma- 
hawk, a  sort  of  little  hatchet,  and  the  bow  and  ar- 
rows. Many  have  muskets,  or  lances  made  of  a 
pole  6  feet  long,  to  which  is  fixed  a  sort  of  big 
knife-blade  1 1/2  feet  long. 

The  women  wear  their  hair  smooth,  parted  on 
the  forehead  and  falling  over  the  shoulders.  They 
wear  a  little  skirt  of  blanket  or  leather,  which  they 
attach  above  the  hips  with  a  strap.  Their  corsage 
is  formed  by  the  same  piece  as  the  skirt  and  held 
up  by  a  pair  of  small  suspenders  passing  over  the 
shoulders.  Others  wear  a  skirt  separate  from  the 
waist,  and  in  that  case  the  skirt  is  held  in  the  same 
way  by  a  belt  which  is  covered  by  the  skirt  falling 
back  over  it:  as  to  the  waist  it  is  a  sort  of  sleeveless 
waistcoat.  The  skirts  come  halfway  to  the  knee. 
For  stockings  they  wear  a  mitasse  or  embroidered 
leggings  which  come  to  the  knee:  for  shoes,  mocca- 
sins. On  their  backs  they  wear  either  a  blanket  or 
a  skin,  which  covers  them  from  head  to  foot. 
When  they  can  have  their  clothes  of  blanket,  red 
is  the  favorite  color.  On  the  trail  they  carry  a 
baby,  sometimes  even  two,  inside  the  blanket  on 
their  back,  and  supported  by  the  top  of  the  head. 

The  women's  costume  is  perhaps  more  pictur- 
esque than  the  men's. 


{ *' ) 

€0n  the  Great  Lakes  from  Green  Bay 
to  Buffalo.  Also  Niagara  Falls. 

Now  let  us  return  to  our  steamboat,  which 
from  Green  Bay  took  me  to  Chicago,  and 
on  board  of  which  I  had  the  pleasure  of 
meeting  one  of  my  New  York  acquaintances,  Mr. 
Peter  Schermerhorn,  an  amiable  and  well-edu- 
cated young  man,  who  let  me  share  his  stateroom. 
Since  everybody  in  America  does  something, 
Mr.  Schermerhorn  builds  cities,  and  not  merely 
on  paper  as  is  somewhat  the  style,  but  of  real 
masonry  and  quite  seriously,  and  he  does  a  very 
good  business.  There  was  also  on  board  a  the- 
atrical company  on  its  way  to  Chicago,  whose  two 
conspicuous  members  were  the  leading  lady  and 
the  head  dancer.  Mrs.  or  Miss  Ingerson,  for  I  am 
not  certain  which,  was  neither  young  nor  good- 
looking,  but  indeed  quite  the  contrary;  but  to 
make  up  for  that  she  paced  the  deck  with  an  air 
of  as  much  importance  as  either  Semiramis  or 
Cleopatra  could  have  worn.  The  dancer,  who 
called  herself  French,  or  more  truly  advertised 
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herself  as  French,  had  apparently  had  terrible 
misfortunes  with  her  shoes,  whether  low  or  high, 
for  she  wore  a  pair  of  her  husband's  boots,  and 
such  was  the  slimness  of  her  legs,  which  would 
have  done  credit  to  a  fighting-cock,  and  the  ful- 
ness of  her  dresses,  that  you  might  have  called  her 
a  butterfly-in-boots. 

Because  of  a  heavy  wind  we  were  unable  to 
leave  Green  Bay  the  first  day,  and  spent  the  night 
anchored  there. 

Next  morn  ins:  we  sailed  out  of  Porte  des  Morts, 
which  takes  its  name  from  an  accident  in  which 
40  canoes  and  everybody  in  them  were  lost;  we 
saw  Milwaukee  and  Racine,  two  infant  towns, each 
nicely  situated  on  the  bank  of  a  river;  and  after- 
wards we  arrived  at  Chicago,  a  very  pretty  little 
town,  which  is  almost  at  the  low/er  end  of  Lake 
Michigan  and  on  the  banks  of  the  Chicago  River. 

Although  in  reality  the  towrn  has  not  yet  44 
streets  lengthwise  and  42  crosswise,  as  it  is  made 
to  have  on  the  map,  still  it  is  an  astonishing  place. 
4  or  5  years  ago  it  was  nothing  but  an  Indian  vil- 
lage, and  nowT  it  is  a  very  pretty  little  town  of 
6000  inhabitants,  with  good  shops,  fine  streets 
having  sidewalks,  quays,  a  magnificent  hotel,  a 
theatre,  four  churches  of  different  denomina- 
tions, and  a  great  many  handsome  houses  built  of 
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stone.  Considering  the  importance  of  the  posi- 
tion, Chicago  is  destined  to  become  a  great  city. 
They  are  already  making  a  canal  to  give  the  lake 
communication  with  the  Mississippi:*  a  work 
that  would  be  gigantic  in  a  peopled  and  organized 
country,  and  which  becomes  truly  fabulous  in  a 
region  like  this  which  is  still,  so  to  say,  in  a  savage 
condition. 

When  speaking  of  America  one  might  certainly 
find  something  bad  to  say  of  her,  and  especially  is 
it  easy  to  sharpen  one's  wit  by  finding  objects  of 
ridicule  here — that  is  a  commodity  not  lacking: 
but  if  one  has  only  just  a  tiny  bit  of  candor,  he 
must  put  his  conceit  into  his  pocket  and  Euro- 
pean as  he  may  be,  say  that  this  is  an  astounding 
country,  magical,  miraculous;  and  that  ever  so 
many  things  here  must  be  seen  to  be  believed; 
and  that  things  nobody  would  dare  to  dream  of  in 
Europe,  things  that  would  be  rejected  as  absurd, 
and  that  in  spite  of  all  our  resources — well,  in 
this  country,  no  sooner  conceived,  no  sooner  car- 
ried out!  and  with  means  as  small  as  the  enterpris- 
ing courage  of  the  Americans  is  assuredly  large — 
and  by  small  means  I  refer  principally  to  the 
scant  population. 

*This  project  is  mentioned  in  the  "Gazetteer  of  the  State  of 
Missouri."  Alphonso  Wetmore,  1837,  p.  190. 
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During  the  voyage  we  passed  close  enough  to 
land  to  see  the  fine  country  bordering  the  lake. 
It  consists  of  thinly  wooded  prairies.  A  contrary 
wind  and  rough  water  kept  the  steamboat  an  ex- 
tra day  at  Chicago,  and  a  scene  took  place  between 
the  second-in-command  and  some  of  the  pas- 
sengers which  proves  the  truth  of  what  I  was  say- 
ing above  about  the  droll,  the  too  droll  mob  we 
had  aboard.  The  Irish  in  a  somewhat  animated 
discussion  with  the  mate,  fell  upon  him  en  masse; 
but  he  who  was  pretty  well  built,  with  the  aid  of 
one  of  the  ship's  men,  put  5  or  6  of  the  Irishmen 
out  of  the  fight.  Still,  at  the  last,  the  two  heroes 
were  overcome  by  numbers.  The  officer  was  after- 
wards very  sick  in  bed,  and  it  would  seem  that  his 
interior  workings  were  most  violently  upset:  the 
other  man  had  a  broken  head.  That  night,  for 
fear  that  the  Irish,  who  had  gone  ashore,  should 
return  and  attack  the  steamboat,  arms  and  am- 
munition were  distributed  to  the  crew  and  to  pas- 
sengers, and  men  were  left  on  guard.  Everything 
was  ready,  except  the  Irish,  who  only  came  and 
walked  about  on  the  dock  and  then  very  quietly 
went  home,  in  order,  I  imagine,  to  put  blotting- 
paper  soaked  in  vinegar-water  on  the  bruises  they 
had  received  in  the  morning.  If  the  Irish  had 
come  aboard,  there  would  have  been  fighting, 
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there  would  have  been  many  mishaps  to  deplore, 
and  certainly  the  public  authorities  would  ac- 
cording to  their  noble  custom,  have  taken  notice 
of  nothing,  either  before,  during,  or  after.  Is  it  a 
good  thing  or  a  bad,  this  absence  or  at  any  rate 
blank  silence,  of  any  law,  considering  that  law's 
duty  is  to  protect,  defend,  and  revenge  society  in 
case  of  attacks  by  individuals?  Another  question  I 
asked  myself,  and  which  I  will  also  answer  fur- 
ther on  when  I  have  the  time  and  when  moreover 
I  have  the  inclination  to  chat  about  economics 
and  public  rights,  is  whether  America  would  not 
prosper  more  under  a  stronger  government,  un- 
der a  government  that  would  give  a  common  di- 
rection to  all  the  partial  efforts  that  now  branch 
out  right  and  left  and  sometimes  without  rhyme 
or  reason,  and  which  from  time  to  time  produce 
partial  or  even  general  crises.  Perhaps  the  prog- 
ress would  not  be  so  swift,  but  surely  it  would  be 
solider,  more  positive,  and  would  give  more  guar- 
antees for  the  future.  For  it  must  not  be  forgotten 
that  the  so  much  vaunted  progress  of  the  Amer- 
ican Confederation  depends  on  many  contingent 
causes  that  will  have  ceased  to  exert  any  influence 
in  a  future  nearer  at  hand  than  most  people  think. 
Among  these  causes  we  must  put  in  the  first 
line  the  vastness  of  area,  the  newness  of  political 


176 


Travel  Notes 


institutions,  the  almost  continuous  renewal  of 
the  population  whose  ancient  seed  (if  I  may  be 
allowed  the  expression)  is  receiving  a  constantly 
fresh  fructification  from  European  immigration. 

When  the  area  is  diminished  through  settle- 
ments being  scattered  over  it,  when  the  institu- 
tions have  aged  and  will  therefore  be  struggling 
against  the  efforts  at  reform  that  are  the  forerun- 
ners of  revolution,  when  the  population  more  an- 
ciently established  on  the  soil  is  forced  to  secure 
its  rights  and  privileges  against  the  immigrants  in 
whom  it  will  no  longer  be  able  to  see  assistants 
but  merely  competitors  very  troublesome  and 
very  much  to  be  feared,  then  the  American  Con- 
federation will  find  itself  placed  in  nearly  the 
same  circumstances  as  our  old  European  socie- 
ties; then  it  will  have  to  tighten  the  reins  of  gov- 
ernment, at  the  risk  of  overthrowing  the  Holy 
Ark  of  its  Constitution,  for  it  is  only  the  strong 
and  solid  governments  that  are  able  to  live.  His- 
tory is  there  to  prove  it  to  us — as  well  as  the  king- 
doms and  the  republics! 

At  Chicago  we  landed  the  theatrical  troupe  and 
almost  all  our  passengers.  Others  came  aboard, 
but  in  smaller  numbers.  The  bad  weather,  which 
still  lasted,  gave  me  a  chance  to  visit  the  town  in 
detail. 
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I  saw  a  foundry,  a  steam  flour-mill,  a  steam  saw- 
mill for  making  window-frames,  public  schools, 
several  printing-presses,  reading-rooms  where  the 
three  daily  papers  are  on  file,  a  post-office,  several 
stagecoach  lines  that  serve  a  still  almost  savage 
region,  and  a  number  of  steamboats,  some  top- 
sail schooners,*  and  various  other  things;  and  all 
this  in  a  town  that  has  existed  only  five  years! 
How  many  cities  in  Europe  that  count  centuries 
and  twenty  to  thirty  thousand  souls,  are  back- 
wards in  civilization  in  an  ignominious  manner, 
compared  to  this  little  town?  Shame,  shame  and 
curses  upon  those  governments  which,  moved 
solely  by  a  sordid  avarice  and  by  the  thirst  for 
power,  not  only  do  not  incite  but  even  with  all 
their  strength  retard  the  development  and  the 
natural  progress  of  nations,  and  which  in  place  of 
wise  and  liberal  institutions,  burden  nations  with 
castes,  nobles,  monks,  a  police  that  violates  in- 
stead of  protecting  the  citizens'  rights,  and  which 
in  a  word,  encourage  what  one  may  very  correctly 
call  the  vermin  of  society! 

At  last  the  wind  fell  a  bit  and  toward  evening 

*  The  text  says  "bricks  seunners,"  obviously  the  second  word  is 
meant  for  schooners.  According  to  the  "Technical  Dictionary  of 
Sea  Terms,"  etc.,  William  Pirrie,  London,  1921,  a  brick- 
schooner  is  the  same  thing  as  a  brick-goelette  and  that  in  Eng- 
lish is  a  topsail  schooner. 
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the  third  day  we  left  Chicago.  We  were  very  com- 
fortable on  board  with  not  over  a  hundred  pas- 
sengers, most  of  whom  did  not  leave  their  berths 
although  we  were  on  a  lake,  which,  parenthet- 
ically is  nearly  as  large  as  the  Mediterranean.  We 
passed  near  the  Manitou  Islands,  the  Fox  Islands 
and  the  Beaver  Islands,  all  of  which  might  better 
be  called  large  sand-banks,  very  lofty  and  offering 
nothing  to  look  at  except  sand-dunes  and  a  very 
miserable  vegetation — a  few  wretched,  skinny 
shrubs  and  nothing  else.  The  shore  of  Lake 
Michigan  is  like  that  everywhere.  We  arrived  at 
Mackinaw  Island,  which  is  at  the  other  end,  300 
miles  distant  from  Chicago.  This  island  is  situ- 
ated between  Lakes  Michigan  and  Huron,  and 
almost  opposite  the  St.  Mary's  River,  which  forms 
the  outlet  for  the  water  of  Lake  Superior.  The 
island  is  very  well  placed  and  has  an  attractive  ap- 
pearance. Its  summit  is  crowned  by  a  fortifica- 
tion from  which  you  get  a  very  pretty  view.  The 
island's  great  curiosity  is  a  natural  arch  hollowed 
in  a  rock.  There  are  still  Indians  to  be  seen  there, 
a  remnant  of  the  Ottawas,  and  they  make  very 
nice  reed  mats  and  different  objects  in  bark.  I 
left  the  island  by  night;  but  the  boat  was  sur- 
prised by  a  storm  and  had  to  put  in  at  Presque 
Isle,  where  I  saw  a  very  fine  land-locked  bay.  The 
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storm  having  lulled  a  little,  we  managed  to  make 
the  length  of  Lake  Huron.  We  entered  the  St. 
Clair  River,  crossed  Lake  St.  Clair,  and  finally  ar- 
rived at  Detroit,  a  pretty  and  flourishing  town, 
which  I  perhaps  found  prettier  than  it  really  is 
for  the  reason  that,  after  three  months'  total  de- 
privation of  letters,  I  there  found  a  huge  package 
of  them. 

The  next  evening  on  board  another  steamboat 
I  left  Detroit.  Although  I  had  frequently  changed 
my  river,  my  boat,  my  lake,  the  weather  never 
changed,  and  two  hours  after  our  departure  it  was 
once  more  very  bad.  I  was  in  my  cabin  re-reading 
and  digesting  my  letters  at  ease,  when  a  terrific 
bump  distracted  me.  I  said,  "Now  we  have  run 
aground,"  and  although  I  was  astonished  that  that 
should  happen  in  a  lake,  I  went  on  reading.  I 
also  heard  men  shouting  and  moaning,  but  about 
that  too  I  bothered  myself  very  little.  But  when  I 
heard  someone  shout  that  they  were  to  take  the 
axes  forward,  my  curiosity  was  so  much  aroused 
that  I  admit  I  left  my  letters,  to  discover  what  was 
going  on.  They  had  neglected  to  light  the  signal 
at  the  bow,  and  as  the  night  was  very  thick  and 
very  black,  an  unlucky  schooner  cut  across  our 
path,  not  noticing  the  presence  of  a  steamboat 
until  too  late.  The  bow  of  our  boat  getting  en- 
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tangled  in  the  schooner's  rigging,  broke  off  its 
bowsprit  and  one  of  the  schooner's  masts,  and  the 
broken  beams  and  the  tangled  sails  and  ropes  of 
both  vessels,  were  the  reason  for  the  command  to 
bring  the  axes.  In  a  moment  everything  was  in 
order  again;  but  it  was  a  little  like  the  order  that 
prevailed  at  Warsaw,*  for  the  steamboat,  slightly 
damaged,  was  hardly  free  before  she  started  ahead 
again,  and  the  unlucky  schooner,  unmasted  and 
with  men  wounded  on  board  and  in  very  heavy 
weather,  got  out  of  the  scrape  as  she  could.  I  chose 
to  believe,  for  my  part,  that  she  got  out  of  it  mar- 
vellously. As  soon  as  the  steamboat  was  under 
way  again,  I  returned  to  my  letters — I  had  34 
of  them.  They  gave  me  both  good  and  bad  news, 
and  I  will  spare  my  unfortunate  reader  my  private 
emotions. 

On  Lake  Erie  we  saw  Cleveland,  a  pretty  little 
town,  which  will  before  long  be  a  very  important 
one. 

We  also  passed  Grand  River,  Ashtabula,  and 
Conneaut,t  other  towns,  or  to  speak  more  pre- 

*In  1831  after  the  Russians  had  battered  the  Poles  into  obedi- 
ence, the  French  Foreign  Minister,  Marshal  Sebastiani,  in- 
formed the  Deputies:  "Gentlemen,  order  now  reigns  at 
Warsaw." 

■f-  Fairport  and  Richmond  (afterwards  New  Market)  were  both 
at  the  mouth  of  the  Grand  River  halfway  between  Cleveland 
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cisely,  other  localities  where  there  is  everything 
required  for  constituting  a  town,  except  two 
things:  houses  and  people; — for  there  were  streets 
to  be  seen  all  marked  out  and  with  name-posts, 
and  all  christened  with  high-sounding  names,  the 
beginning  of  a  railway  or  a  canal,  a  post-office,  a 
church,  a  school,  one  or  two  wooden  cottages. 
This  reminded  me  of  a  story  that  happened  to  one 
of  my  friends.  He  was  shooting  snipe  in  the 
swamps  in  the  North  of  New  York  State,  and  saw 
a  half-dozen  persons  with  papers  in  their  hands, 
who  were  shouting.  His  curiosity  was  touched 
and  he  granted  a  short  armistice  to  the  snipe  while 
he  went  to  see  what  it  was  all  about.  They  told 
him  they  were  auctioning  bids  for  building  the 
Town  Hall.  "But  what  Town  Hall?"  he  asked.  I 
no  longer  remember  what  grandiose  name  he 
heard  in  answer  to  his  question?  Certainly  some 
antique  name.  Rome  or  Athens  at  least.  My 
friend  inquired,  "Where  is  the  town?"  "You 
are  in  it,  sir;"  and  he  was  in  mud  up  to  his  hips. 
Note  that  there  are  a  great  many  towns  of  the 
same  kind  in  the  United  States. 

and  Ashtabula.  There  does  not  appear  to  have  been  a  town 
called  Grand  River.  As  for  Conneaut,  which  in  the  text  is 
"Concat,"  maybe  its  name  was  too  much  for  others  besides 
Arese.  At  any  rate,  it  would  seem  to  have  been  changed  into 
Salem. 
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After  having  crossed  Lake  Erie  I  reached  Buf- 
falo, which  is  not  a  town  of  the  kind  I  have  been 
mentioning,  but  a  handsome  city,  well-built  and 
already  rather  extensive,  and  containing  perhaps 
the  best  hotel  in  America;  and  I  confess  that  after 
having  fasted  and  eaten  badly  for  4  or  5  months, 
I  found  that  a  good  dinner  has,  in  its  way,  its 
charm  and  its  poetry. 

During  my  trip  I  had  plenty  of  time  to  verify  a 
sort  of  axiom,  which  says  that  civilization  has  a 
direct  connection  with  the  tines  of  a  fork.  Truly, 
the  savages  among  whom  there  is  a  complete  ab- 
sence of  civilization,  cat  with  their  fingers,  conse- 
quently without  forks;  when  civilization  begins 
to  make  its  influence  felt,  comes  the  knife,  which 
we  may  well  call  a  one-tined  fork;  then  comes  the 
big  iron  fork  with  two  tines;  then  those  with 
three;  and  last  of  all,  when  one  has  the  happiness 
to  encounter  a  four-tined  silver  fork,  one  may  be 
sure  of  being  in  an  eminently  civilized  country. 

From  Buffalo  I  went  to  Niagara  Falls.  Any  de- 
scription of  them  is  impossible.  I  stayed  there  5 
days  and  I  ended  my  stay  only  because  everything 
in  this  world  must  have  an  end:  otherwise  I 
should  probably  be  there  still. 

The  more  one  looks  at  the  astounding  spec- 
tacle, the  more  astonished  he  becomes,  the  more 
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it  appeals  to  him,  the  more  beauty  he  finds  in  it. 
I  visited  every  part  of  it  conscientiously  and  in 
detail,  on  this  side  and  on  that,  above  and  below, 
in  good  and  in  bad  weather,  by  sunshine  and  by 
moonlight,  and  it  is  always  sublime  and  magnifi- 
cent. Without  possible  contradiction,  the  finest 
views  are  the  one  from  Table  Rock  and  the  one 
from  a  certain  spot  on  the  railway  to  Lewiston, 
from  where  you  see  the  Falls  at  a  distance  among 
the  trees,  like  a  magnificent  miniature  framed. 
The  one  disappointment  you  have  is  when  you 
go  to  see  the  Grotto  of  Aeolus  [Cave  of  the 
Winds],  which  is  under  the  little  Falls.  They  tell 
you  that  it  is  worth  seeing,  that  you  can  go  a  good 
way  in — that  is,  60  or  80  steps — under  the  big 
ones.  You  put  on  a  special  costume  of  oiled  cloth, 
you  go  in  clutching  on  to  the  rocks,  in  a  rain  and 
a  wind  that  there  is  nothing  to  resemble;  you  are 
obliged  to  cover  your  mouth  with  one  hand  so  as 
to  breathe,  and  with  the  other  you  cling  to  the 
rocks  so  as  not  to  pitch  into  the  gulf;  and  after 
having  taken  the  devil  of  a  lot  of  trouble  and 
risked  killing  yourself  at  every  step,  you  come  out 
again  without  having  seen  anything  at  all,  be- 
cause the  water  that  inundates  you  prevents  your 
distinguishing  one  object  from  another. 

To  give  an  idea  of  the  Falls,  I  will  add  that  they 
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are  a  mile  and  three  quarters  wide  and  from  160 
to  172  feet  high,  and  it  is  calculated  that  the  thick- 
ness of  the  water  at  the  moment  of  falling,  is  from 
20  to  24  feet.  It  is  the  overflow  from  the  four  big 
lakes  that  leaps  over  there  to  get  into  Lake 
Ontario. 

I  went  to  look  at  a  lot  of  things  I  shall  not  speak 
of  because  they  are  not  worth  the  trouble.  The 
one  exception  I  shall  make  will  be  for  the  Whirl- 
pool, which  is  a  rapid  at  the  foot  of  the  Falls, 
where  the  water  boils  up  so  violently  that  its  level 
in  the  middle  of  the  river  is  8  or  9  feet  above  that 
at  the  edges.  I  don't  know  whether  there  really  is 
that  difference  or  whether  it  is  an  optical  illusion, 
but  people  in  the  town  assured  me  that  the  calcu- 
lation is  correct  and  not  at  all  exaggerated. 

The  guide  who  conducts  visitors  (that  is  to  say, 
those  of  them  that  want  a  guide)  to  see  the  Falls, 
has  a  visitors'  book.  Among  the  curious  things  I 
read  in  it,  I  could  not  refrain  from  copying  what 
Captain  Marryatt#  had  written:  "Upon  a  patient 
and  careful  examination  of  the  Falls  called  Nia- 
gara, I  have  come  to  the  conclusion  that  if  any 
person  were  to  be  taken  down  in  them,  he  would 

♦Very  likely  Marryatt  had  written  it  not  long  before,  as  he  was 
in  America  that  year,  1837.  From  the  famous  diary  we  learn 
that  Philip  Hone  had  had  him  to  dinner  on  May  19. 
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be  in  considerable  danger  of  receiving  serious 
injury!"* 

A  thing  that  sometimes  amused  me  and  at  other 
times  irritated  me  extremely  was  to  see  the  gross 
and  stupid  way  in  which  some  visitors  observed 
this  marvel  of  nature. 

Chance  alone  brought  such  visitors  to  Niagara, 
because  that  was  their  shortest  route.  Accordingly 
they  arrived  on  the  run,  saw  the  sights  on  the  run, 
and  left  in  the  same  way  so  as  not  to  be  late  for 
dinner;  and  very  often,  finding  me  perched  on  a 
rock  somewhere  overlooking  the  Falls,  where  I 
passed  my  whole  time,  they  would  ask  me  what 
there  was  to  see,  and  I  would  tell  them  the  dif- 
ferent spots  worth  going  to.  Too  frequently  they 
considered  those  too  far  away,  and  sometimes  af- 
ter having  examined  the  cascade  for  a  couple  of 
minutes,  -they  would  ask  me,  with  an  utterly 
American  calm  and  coolness:  "Oh,  is  that 
Niagara?"  Thank  you  for  nothing! 

*  In  English  in  the  original. 


C Canada.  Then  via  Lake  Champlain, 
the  Hudson,  &  the  Sound,  to  Boston. 

With  many  regrets  and  much  against  my 
inclination  I  left  Niagara.  I  departed  on 
board  an  English  steamer,  to  go  see  Up- 
per Canada.  "What  a  difference,"  a  good  Ameri- 
can who  happened  to  be  on  board  too,  said  to  me 
with  a  triumphant  air,  "between  an  American 
and  an  English  steamboat!" — "Yes,"  I  replied, 
"the  difference  is  immense.  Yours  are  finer,  better 
built,  speedier.  But  what  a  difference  in  every- 
thing else  besides!  Here  you  have  a  clean  table- 
cloth, berths  with  nice  white  sheets,  -a  napkin 
apiece,  good  table  service,  the  plates  changed  for 
every  course,  silver  forks;  the  captain  and  all  the 
personnel  on  board  pleasant  and  obliging  to  the 
passengers,  all  of  them  things  that  would  seem 
mythological  and  fabulous  on  an  American  steam- 
boat." The  dear  man  was  terrified,  turned  on  his 
heel  with  a  pirouette,  and  shot  off  without  adding 
a  syllable.  That  is  because  (damn  it  all!)  there 
was  nothing  to  answer. 
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I  went  to  Toronto,  the  capital  of  Upper  Can- 
ada, a  town  with  a  population  of  12,000,  built 
somewhat  in  the  English  style,  as  indeed  are  all 
the  towns  of  Upper  Canada,  whereas  those  in 
Lower  Canada  are  rather  more  in  the  French 
taste. 

On  leaving  Lewiston  I  saw  the  monument  to 
the  memory  of  General  Brooks;  nothing  remark- 
able. I  visited  Kingston  where  there  are  a  Fort 
and  an  Arsenal  from  which  in  time  of  war  come 
seventy-fours,  frigates,  and  other  smaller  war- 
ships. I  also  saw  other  little  towns  and  villages, 
which  offered  nothing  interesting  or  unusual. 

The  St.  Lawrence  River  from  Kingston  to  Pres- 
cott  is  majestic.  The  banks  are  high,  the  rocks 
magnificent,  cedars  and  spruces  of  the  greatest 
beauty  ornament  the  shores,  the  water  is  very 
clear  and  of  a  lovely  dark  green.  The  stretch 
called  the  Thousand  Islands  is  most  picturesque: 
there  the  river  is  so  very  wide  that  you  can  hardly 
ever  see  both  banks,  being  prevented  by  the  huge 
number  of  little  islands,  and  the  rocks  there  are  of 
a  charming  effect.  Although  I  admire  the  St.  Law- 
rence very  much,  still  I  prefer  the  Mississippi,  of 
course  I  mean  the  upper  Mississippi.  Its  banks 
are  loftier  and  more  majestic,  and  in  general  its 
scale  is  more  grandiose.   Magnificent  as   these 
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rivers  may  be,  the  banks  of  the  Rhine  lose  noth- 
ing by  comparison  with  them.  I  even  find  the 
Rhine  more  beautiful,  though  narrower.  But 
after  all,  everyone  to  his  taste! 

From  Prescott  I  crossed  the  river  to  see  Ogdens- 
burg,  a  small  American  city  belonging  to  the  State 
of  New  York.  Then  I  left  for  Montreal.  The  coun- 
try in  general  is  sad-looking,  poor  and  wretched. 
Certainly  the  season  and  the  bad  weather  had  a 
good  deal  to  do  with  this.  Most  of  the  houses  in 
the  towns  are  good,  with  thatched  roofs  and  they 
make  a  striking  contrast  with  the  churches  built 
of  stone  and  with  tin  roofs.  The  rapids  of  the  St. 
Lawrence  are  worth  seeing,  and  if  I  had  not  al- 
ready shot  a  number  of  rapids,  I  should  have  gone 
down  these  in  a  canoe;  but  lack  of  time  and  espe- 
cially the  bad  weather  made  me  prefer  the  stage. 

After  going  through  various  small  towns  and 
villages,  which  reminded  me  of  the  poorest  and 
wretchedest  villages  of  France,  I  reached  Mont- 
real. I  went  all  over  the  city.  There  are  many  nice 
stone  houses,  very  well-built,  many  and  maybe 
too  many  churches  and  convents.  The  cathedral, 
which  is  consecrated  to  the  Catholic  faith,  is  the 
finest.  It  is  newly  built,  and  its  architecture  is  in 
the  Gothic  style,  very  simple  but  very  elegant. 
The  French  population  is  most  religious;  too  re- 
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ligious,  I  venture  to  say,  for  the  priests  there  have 
a  huge  influence,  and  having  utterly  forgotten 
that  their  reign  ought  not  to  be  of  this  world, 
they  poke  their  noses  into  everything,  mix  in 
politics,  and  naturally  make  common  cause  with 
the  powerful  and  the  aristocratic.  I  went  into 
several  bookstores  where  I  found  nothing  but 
prayer-books  and  volumes  on  theology  and  other 
religious  topics.  There  is  a  theatre  at  Montreal, 
but  the  priests  are  so  strict  that  they  forbid  their 
charges  to  enter  it;  and  the  Protestant  population 
is  too  small  to  support  it  alone. 

I  left  in  the  evening  on  the  'John  Bull"  for 
Quebec.  The  bad  weather  kept  us  from  getting 
ahead.  There  I  was  14  of  the  distance  along,  rock- 
ing at  anchor,  for  the  wind  blew  like  the  devil 
himself  and  a  sort  of  frozen  snow  fell  which  cut 
your  face.  It  was  a  torment  such  as  I  have  ex- 
perienced several  times  while  crossing  the  Alps 
in  the  Winter.  The  vessel's  deck  was  covered  with 
ice,  and  it  was  only  the  28  October.  Blessed  are  the 
inhabitants  of  so  mild  a  climate! 

Finally  I  reached  Quebec.  The  town  and  the 
sights  it  contains  are  nothing  remarkable;  but  the 
view  one  gets  from  the  ramparts  of  the  citadel  is 
incomparable.  The  bay  formed  by  the  St.  Law- 
rence and  the  St.  Charles,  reminds  one  somewhat 
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of  the  Bay  of  Naples.  In  America  it  is  a  general 
rule  when  one  wishes  to  recommend  some  view, 
to  say,  "That's  like  the  Bay  of  Naples.  That's  as 
fine  as  Italy."  And  though  at  times  the  comparison 
is  as  apt  as  if  one  compared  a  mushroom  to  a 
church  tower,  still  it  always  infinitely  flattered  my 
national  conceit. 

But  to  return  to  the  Quebec  citadel,  called  Fort 
du  Cap  Diamant.  In  Europe  this  would  be  a 
fortress  of  the  second  class,  but  in  North  America, 
where  there  are  neither  fortresses  nor  armies  to 
besiege  them,  it  is  a  perfect  Gibraltar,  and  even 
a  little  more. 

The  town  of  Quebec  is  divided  into  two:  the 
lower  town,  built  on  the  shore  of  the  St.  Law- 
rence, and  the  upper  town,  built  on  a  rock  and  al- 
most entirely  surrounded  by  batteries.  The  monu- 
ments to  Wolfe,  Montcalm,  Montgomery,  amount 
to  very  little. 

I  visited  the  Parliament  House,  the  Seminary, 
the  Cathedral,  which  are  not  bad  for  a  small  town. 
I  saw  the  marine  hospital,  and  that  certainly 
would  not  be  out  of  place  in  a  large  city  in  Europe. 

Quebec  in  general  is  rather  dirty  than  clean, 
and  not  lighted  at  all,  which  gives  rise  to  a  great 
many  murders;  and  I  was  assured  that  the  Winter 
before,  under  a  city  gate  where  it  is  very  dark,  16 
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people  were  killed,  without  the  English  police' 
having  even  taken  the  pains  to  put  a  lantern  there, 
or  a  sentinel.  The  police  in  general,  and  here  in 
particular,  take  too  little  interest  in  politics  and 
too  little  in  public  safety.  The  soldier  who  acted 
as  my  guide  for  going  over  the  fortifications,  told 
me  that  the  number  of  deserters  was  enormous, 
and  that  out  of  a  regiment  of  600  men  which  had 
arrived  twelve  days  before,  16  had  already  run 
away.  As  the  regiment  had  been  moved  to  the 
citadel  to  prevent  desertions,  the  last  one  who  got 
away  during  the  night,  had  taken  the  telegraph 
rope,  which  he  had  fastened  to  a  gun-carriage  and 
in  that  way  had  let  himself  down  the  face  of  the 
rock.  I  asked  the  soldier  the  reason  for  so  much 
desertion,  and  he  told  me  that  you  can  earn  more 
working  in  the  United  States,  where  you  are  not 
shut  up  in  a  fort  and  where  the  climate  is  less 
severe.  Not  so  silly  of  them! 

I  visited  the  arsenal,  which  is  like  all  the 
arsenals  in  the  world:  sabres  and  pistols  are  ar- 
ranged in  sun-bursts  on  the  ceiling,  and  the 
muskets  are  stacked  in  piles.  There  were  enough 
guns  in  the  arsenal  to  fit  out  50,000  men,  and  the 
keeper  told  me  there  were  as  many  more  inside 
the  chests. 

I  went  to  see  the  Falls  of  Montmorency.  Al- 
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though  they  are  260  feet  high,  they  make  no  im- 
pression after  Niagara;  not  from  the  question  of 
height,  but  because  the  mass  of  water  is  vastly 
less  than  at  Niagara. 

I  returned  to  Montreal  and  remained  there  two 
days  more.  I  took  one  morning  to  see  the  hill 
called  Montreal  from  which  the  view  over  the 
St.  Lawrence  and  the  Ottawa  is  very  pretty  but 
not  at  all  comparable  to  the  panorama  from 
Quebec. 

I  there  became  acquainted  with  a  Mr.  Papi- 
neau,* the  O'Connell  of  Canada.  It  cannot  be 
denied  that  he  is  a  man  who  might  shine  in  what- 
soever circle,  through  his  talent,  his  education, 
and  above  all  his  patriotism;  but  unfortunately  I 
fear  that  he  is  illuding  himself  about  the  political 
convulsion  that  cannot  long  delay  to  make  this 
unhappy  country  even  worse.  Canadians  are  cour- 
ageous, very  courageous  when  it  is  a  question  of 
risking  their  lives  against  ferocious  wild  animals 
or  Indians;  and  I  am  sure  that  ten  Canadians 
would  dare  defend  themselves  and  not  retreat  one 


*In  1837  French  Canadians  in  Lower  Canada,  led  by  Louis 
Joseph  Papineau,  and  some  of  the  Upper  Canadians  under 
William  Lyon  Mackenzie,  made  an  armed  revolt  against  the 
governments  of  the  two  provinces.  General  Sir  John  Colborne, 
whom  Arese  mentions  some  lines  later,  quelled  the  revolt;  and 
Papineau  subsequently  spent  many  years  in  banishment. 
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step  against  60  Indians  and  even  against  a  larger 
number;  but  on  the  other  hand,  I  fear  that  ten 
red  uniforms  would  put  a  hundred  of  those  brave 
fellows  to  flight.  It  will  be  a  matter  simply  of 
serving  a  hard  apprenticeship,  and  after  being 
conquered,  they  will,  I  hope,  learn  to  conquer  in 
their  turn. 

On  board  the  steamboat  I  met  General  Col- 
borne  and  his  aide-de-camp,  with  whom  I  had  a 
long  talk;  and  they  told  me  they  had  asked  in- 
structions from  London  and  that  meanwhile  they 
would  do  nothing.  I  fear  that  when  the  con- 
founded instructions  come,  they  will  be  immedi- 
ately followed  by  arrests,  courts  martial,  and 
hangings. 

One  thing  which,  in  my  opinion,  will  put  off 
the  emancipation  of  this  country,  is  the  priests' 
influence.  It  is  enormous,  and  I  hardly  need  say 
that  the  altar  upholds  the  throne,  as  the  throne 
upholds  the  altar.  Execrable  reciprocity! 

I  happened  to  be  at  Montreal  when  the  unsuc- 
cessful attempt  at  revolution  broke  out  and  I 
wrote  to  various  friends  in  Europe  what  an  unfor- 
tunate outcome  I  saw  for  it.  The  Liberals  con- 
spired publicly,  and  the  revolt  was  announced 
beforehand  by  placards.  If  it  were  not  that  for 
political  reasons  it  is  valuable  for  England  to  keep 
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Canada,  I  should  strongly  advise  Queen  Victoria* 
to  withdraw  her  fleet  and  her  soldiers  from  that 
poor  and  wretched  country,  to  which,  instead  of 
making  money  from  it,  the  English  government 
is  under  the  necessity  of  sending  it. 

Because  of  the  severity  of  the  climate,  Canada 
cannot  support  herself.  As  for  agricultural  prod- 
ucts, the  only  things  she  imports  are  building  tim- 
ber and  potash  (sic)  .  Every  man  ought  to  desire 
the  happiness  of  his  fellowmen,  and  with  that 
moral  principle,  which  should  be  universal,  one  is 
forced  to  wish  for  the  emancipation  of  the  Cana- 
dians, especially  after  seeing  the  condescending 
and  shameful  manner  in  which  the  English  treat 
the  people  of  the  country,  and  not  only  the  Eng- 
lish belonging  to  the  government,  but  also  those 
who  are  settled  in  Canada,  either  in  business  or 
for  other  reasons.  To  give  an  idea,  I  will  report 
two  little  occurrences  I  was  witness  of.  I  was  in  a 
shop  when  two  old  women  came  in  to  beg.  They 
were  brutally  put  out  because  they  were  Cana- 
dians, and  the  clerk  told  them  in  a  mocking  way 
to  beg  from  Mr.  Papineau  and  the  Liberals,  as  if 
those  two  miserable  women  had  been  responsible 
for  the  noble  souls  who  were  sacrificing  existence 

♦Victoria  came  to  the  throne  in  June  1837,  tne  same  month 
that  Arese  set  out  from  New  York. 
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and  future  for  the  sake  of  country.  One  of  the 
principal  streets  was  all  torn  up  because  gas-pipes 
were  being  put  in.  One  evening  a  poor  wretch 
fell  into  the  hole  and  yelled  "Help!"  A  passer-by 
asked  him  if  he  was  a  Canadian  and  in  favor  of 
liberty.  On  his  affirmative  answer,  he  told  him 
laughing,  "Stay  there  and  rot."  And  he  really 
would  have  stayed  there,  if  other  more  charitable 
people,  less  dyed  in  ultra-legitimist  principles, 
had  not  run  to  his  rescue. 

While  visiting  a  library  I  acquired,  without  in- 
tending, some  historical  information  by  the  help 
of  an  old  chronicle.  That  windfall  gave  me  great 
pleasure;  for  there  I  read  that  the  first  three  navi- 
gators who  landed  on  American  soil  were  all 
Italians.  The  first  was  Christopher  Columbus, 
who  on  behalf  of  Spain,  discovered  the  West 
Indies.  The  second  was  John  Cabot,  a  Venetian 
merchant  established  at  Bristol,  who  discovered 
for  England  the  island  of  Newfoundland,  and 
Nova  Scotia.  And  the  third  was  John  Verrazzano 
who,  for  France,  discovered  the  coast  where 
Savannah  now  is,  and  even,  according  to  others, 
Canada. 

As  always  I  was  proud  to  be  an  Italian,  but  I 
was  especially  so  at  that  moment;  and  I  could  not 
keep  myself  from  deploring  the  fatality  which, 
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even  in  times  long  gone,  forced  us  to  sell  our  cour- 
age and  our  talents  to  foreigners.  But  our  day  will 
come.  At  least  one  must  hope  for  it  and  hasten  it 
with  all  one's  might. 

From  Montreal  I  went  to  la  Prairie  (in  a  steam- 
boat) ,  and  from  there  to  St.  John  by  rail.  In  the 
car  where  I  was  there  were  three  Americans,  who 
after  talking  of  the  weather,  of  the  cold  which  was 
very  bitter,  started  a  political  dissertation  about 
Canada;  and  one  of  them  said,  "Oh,  the  French 
don't  know  how  to  fight.  One  American  can  make 
ten  of  them  run."  Although  not  French,  I  thought 
I  ought  to  take  that  up,  and  after  having  told  him 
that  when  the  French  came  to  fight  for  American 
independence,  they  had  not  run,  and  that  maybe 
without  their  help  America  would  still  be  an  Eng- 
lish colony,  and  other  things  equally  forcible  and 
unpleasant,  I  concluded  my  peroration  by  saying 
that  I  had  a  pair  of  pistols  in  my  valise  and  should 
be  enchanted  to  find  out  which  one  of  us  two 
would  be  the  first  to  back.  He  hastened  to  excuse 
himself,  he  turned  himself  inside  out  and  nearly 
killed  himself  with  apologies  and  extenuations.  I 
profited  by  the  occasion  to  add  that  when  one  has 
the  misfortune  to  be  insolent,  one  should  never 
be  a  coward. 

At  St.  John  I  took  the  steamboat  once  more  and 
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went  up  Lake  Champlain  to  Whitehall.  I  think 
Lake  Champlain  must  be  magnificent  in  the  good 
season,  but  unfortunately  the  Winter,  then  begin- 
ning, diminished  its  beauty  a  great  deal.  On 
board  the  steamboat  were  custom-house  officials 
who  to  my  great  surprise,  examined  all  our  bag- 
gage thoroughly;  and  I  believe  that  those  at 
Dover  or  Calais  could  not  be  stricter;  but  to  make 
up  for  that,  they  could  easily  be  politer. 

From  Lake  Champlain  and  from  the  road  lead- 
ing to  Glenn's  Falls  and  Saratoga  there  are  fine 
views  of  the  White  Mountains  and  the  Green 
Mountains.  I  wanted  to  go  through  both  ranges 
and  so  to  Boston,  but  the  bad  state  of  the  roads 
made  me  decide  to  go  straight  to  New  York  and 
from  there  to  Boston  by  the  East  River.  The  coun- 
try between  Whitehall,  Sandy  Hill,  Glenn's  Falls, 
Saratoga,  and  Ballston  is  very  lovely  and  most 
picturesquely  cut  up.  All  those  places  are  fash- 
ionable and  filled  up  in  the  Summer.  At  Glenn's 
Falls  there  is  a  cataract  formed  by  the  Hudson, 
which  is  a  rather  pretty  river,  though  at  Saratoga 
not  very  wide.  At  Ballston  there  are  mineral 
springs,  and  there  are  immense  bathing  establish- 
ments building.  The  environs  are  magnificent. 

From  Saratoga,  passing  through  Schenectady,  I 
went  by  rail  to  Albany,  the  capital  of  the  State  of 
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New  York.  Albany  is  a  very  pretty  town  with  fine 
buildings  of  stone  and  white  marble.  The  Capitol, 
the  City  Hall,  the  Institute,  the  Academy,  the  Ly- 
ceum, several  banks  and  handsome  churches,  are 
ornaments  to  the  town.  The  traffic  on  the  Hudson 
and  the  Erie  Canal,  and  by  railway,  make  this 
town  quite  lively. 

From  Albany  I  descended  the  Hudson  to  New 
York  in  a  steamboat  that  made  18  miles  an  hour. 
Though  I  had  already  seen  the  beautiful  North 
River,  it  was  with  new  and  lively  pleasure  that  I 
now  saw  it  once  again,  for  its  shores  are  as  pic- 
turesque and  lovely  as  heart  could  desire.  After 
spending  three  or  four  days  in  New  York  to  rest, 
I  left  by  steamboat  for  Boston. 

As  far  as  Providence  the  East  River,  though 
much  less  beautiful  than  the  Hudson,  still  does 
not  fail  to  afford  interesting  views,  and  the  pretty 
country  houses  that  adorn  its  shores  add  much  to 
the  landscape.  The  penitentiary  on  Blackwell's 
Island  is  a  huge  mass  of  stone,  and  when  seen  from 
a  certain  distance  gives  quite  the  impression  of  a 
Mediaeval  castle. 

I  had  visited  that  prison  several  months  before. 
Well-organized  though  it  is,  it  comes  far  from 
rivalling  those  in  Philadelphia.  Flushing  Bay,* 

♦What  is  printed  in  the  text  is  "Hoechin  Bay."  When  Arese 
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Hellgate,  and  other  points  are  worth  a  traveller's 
attention. 

Providence  is  a  small  town  on  high  ground, 
rather  well-built;  but  I  cannot  say  much  about  it, 
having  seen  it  only  while  passing  close  by. 

From  Providence  I  left  by  railroad  and  after 
going  through  an  insignificant  region  I  reached 
Boston. 

Boston  is  a  handsome  and  a  large  town.  Many 
people,  especially  Bostonians,  find  it  the  finest 
city  in  the  United  States.  For  my  part,  I  prefer 
Philadelphia  and  even  more  New  York.  Boston 
much  resembles  an  English  town,  and  in  its  best 
quarters  you  might  easily  imagine  you  were  in 
London.  The  panorama  from  the  top  of  the  City 
Hall  (sic)  is  very  beautiful. 

Boston  is  built,  so  to  speak,  on  an  island,  and 
united  to  the  mainland  around  it  only  by  six  or 
eisrht  bridges.  It  is  called  the  Athens  of  America 
because  its  inhabitants  are  better  educated  than 
those  of  the  other  towns.  The  others  revenge 
themselves  by  calling  the  Bostonians  cold  and 
stiff.  As  for  me,  I  cannot  judge,  having  stayed 

instead  of  Fort  McHenry  wrote,  I  have  no  doubt,  "Fort  Henry," 
it  was  printed  "Fort  Fleury."  This  time  I  think  the  process  of 
confusion  between  Fl  and  H  was  reversed.  Very  likely  he  wrote 
"Floechin,"  as  an  Italian  well  might  on  asking,  "What  is  that 
over  there?"  and  being  told  "Flushing." 
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there  too  short  a  time.  The  Dry  Dock,  a  basin  per- 
fectly constructed  of  nothing  but  stone,  serves  for 
taking  ships  out  of  the  water  so  as  to  re-cover  them 
with  copper.  When  I  was  there,  they  were  cover- 
ing the  frigate  "Ohio." 

The  Bostonians  are  proud  of  what  they  call 
their  Pere-la-Chaise,  and  dare  to  consider  it  on 
the  same  level  and  even  higher  than  the  one  in 
Paris.  "Blessed  are  the  poor  in  spirit"  says  the 
Gospel.  There  is  their  epitaph  all  made  for  them! 
It  is  true  that  the  situation  of  that  cemetery  is 
magnificent  and  that  the  view  from  the  highest 
point  is  very  extensive;  but  as  for  the  monuments, 
the  milestones  on  the  post-roads  in  Italy  would  be 
admired  here  not  merely  for  the  granite  they  are 
made  of,  but  also  for  their  architectural  good 
taste. 

I  went  into  several  bookstores  and  found  them 
well  provided  with  foreign  books,  of  which  they 
had  magnificent  editions  printed  in  Boston  and 
able  to  bear  comparison  with  the  best  English  and 
French  editions,  and  certainly  superior  to  what  is 
printed  and  engraved  in  the  rest  of  Europe.  But 
the  rather  high  price  of  those  works  prevented  me 
from  supplying  myself  with  as  many  as  I  should 
have  liked. 

I  went  through  the  Atheneum  and  the  Mu- 
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seum  which  was  built  by  public  subscription. 
Among  other  things  I  noticed  plaster  casts  of  our 
best  statues  and  groups,  a  collection  of  medals, 
and  a  pretty  big  library.  The  director,  whose 
name  I  greatly  regret  having  forgotten,  a  very 
nice  man,  showed  me  some  precious  manuscripts, 
and  among  the  finest  works  one  by  my  compatriot 
Giulio  Ferrari.*  If  I  mistake  not,  the  title  is  Cos- 
tumes of  All  the  Peoples  in  the  World.  My  na- 
tional pride  was  so  much  excited  by  the  lofty 
praises  he  sang  of  the  works  of  Italy  and  the 
Italians,  that  I  could  not  resist  telling  him  that  I 
belong  to  that  beautiful  and  unhappy  country. 
Then  he  added  things  most  pleasant  to  a  true 
patriot's  ear,  and  informed  me  that  Americans 
owe  the  best  history  of  this  country  to  an  Italian, 
Carlo  Botta.t 

*Even  in  its  Supplement  the  "Nuova  enciclopedia  italiana" 
does  not  mention  Giulio  Ferrari.  But  the  fact  is  that  either  we 
have  another  misprint  here  or  that  Arese  did  not  know  his 
compatriot's  name,  which  was  Ferrario.  The  Boston  Atheneum, 
in  its  latest  catalogue  lists  it:  "Ferrario,  Giulio.  II  costume  an- 
tico  e  moderno;  storia  del  governo,  della  milizia,  relig.,  arti,  ec. 
Milano,  1829.  i8v.  40." 

f  Of  Botta's  "Storia  della  guerra  dell'indipendenza  degli  Stati 
Uniti  d'America"  (Paris,  1809,  4  vols.)  ,  Professor  Edwin  Erie 
Sparks  says  in  Larned's  "Literature  of  American  History" 
(1902)  ,  "The  most  valuable  of  the  earlier  histories  of  the 
Revolution,  and  not  yet  considered  antiquated.  .  .  .  The  per- 
spective of  the  history  is  bad  in  places,  owing  to  its  being  based 


*  202  *  Travel  Notes 

I  went  to  see  the  Market  and  other  things  of 
slight  importance.  I  saw  a  tragedy  very  well  acted 
in  a  fairly  handsome  theatre  and  before  a  better 
audience  than  is  usually  seen  in  New  York.  I  went 
to  see  the  University  of  Cambridge.  I  drove  to 
Bunker  Hill  where  the  first  battle  was  won  against 
Great  Britain's  regular  troops  by  simple  Ameri- 
can farmers,  a  victory  that  gave  the  Americans 
great  confidence  and  served  as  overture  to  the 
great  drama  whose  gigantic  results  we  are  now 
witnessing. 

When  Americans  read  in  Fanny  Kemble's 
travels  of  how  a  gentleman  (if  indeed  he  should 
be  called  that)  seeing  another  on  a  steamboat 
brushing  his  teeth,  asked  him  for  the  loan  of  his 
toothbrush  when  he  was  finished,  and  the  other 
very  kindly  obliged  him,  but  when  the  brush  was 
returned  threw  it  overboard:  the  first  one  was 
cross  and  wanted  to  know  if  the  other  thought  he 
had  a  cleaner  mouth  than  his  (and  perhaps  he 
was  thinking  of  the  proverb  that  there's  nothing 
cleaner  than  a  dog's  mouth)  ;  happily  the  matter 
was  settled  amicably — when,  I  say,  Americans 

on  European  sources.  It  follows  classical  forms  in  putting  imag- 
inary speeches  into  the  mouths  of  the  chief  actors.  A  lofty  style 
adds  to  the  heroic  mold  in  which  the  forefathers  of  the  republic 
are  cast." 
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read  that  little  anecdote,  they  begin  to  yell,  "What 
infamy!  What  a  calumny!"  And  really  it  would 
seem  to  be  a  farcical  accusation,  a  bad  joke.  But 
for  my  part  I  believe  that  the  tale  is,  if  not  true,  at 
least  possible  and  even  very  probable,  for  at  Bos- 
ton the  civilized  town  above  all  others,  and  at  the 
Tremont  House,  the  best  and  most  fashionable 
hotel,  there  were  in  every  room  a  nailbrush  and 
a  toothbrush  for  the  use  of  all  comers.  Let  us 
honor  the  truth! 

After  stopping  three  days  in  Boston,  I  returned 
by  the  same  route  to  New  York,  where  I  stayed  a 
month  in  order  to  pick  up.  Then  I  shipped  for 
New  Orleans.  I  visited  Florida,  Alabama,  Louis- 
iana, and  from  New  Orleans  I  went  to  the  West 
Indies.  I  saw  the  Spanish  colonies  of  Havana.  I 
went  to  Georgia,  crossed  South  and  North  Caro- 
lina, and  returned  to  New  York  after  seven 
months'  absence. 

End  of  the  Travel  Notes 


Postscript 

BY    THE    TRANSLATOR 

THE  final  proofs  of  this  book  had  been  read, 
when  I  learned  from  M.  Henry  Bordeaux's 
"Coeur  de  la  Reine  Hortense"  (Paris,  1933)  about 
Mile.  Masuyer's  diary.  Valerie  Masuyer  was  "reader" 
to  the  Queen  for  seven  years,  taking  part  in  the  hegira 
from  Italy,  in  the  Strasbourg  attempt,  or  rather  in  its 
results,  and  being  present  at  the  distressful  death  of 
her  mistress,  whom  she  sincerely  loved.  She  seems  also 
to  have  been  somewhat  in  love  with  the  Prince,  and 
by  her  own  confession,  was  decidedly  so  with  Arese. 
Parts  of  her  voluminous  diary  were  published,  at  in- 
tervals during  1914-16,  in  the  "Revue  des  deux 
mondes." 

From  it  one  learns  that  Arese  probably  did  not,  as 
one  gathers  from  his  biographer  Bonfadini,  hasten  to 
Arenenberg  with  his  offer  of  joining  Louis  Napoleon 
in  New  York,  for  the  reason  that  he  appears  to  have 
been  at  Arenenberg  already. 
From  the  report  of  one  conversation  of  the  Prince's, 
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after  his  return  from  New  York,  we  discover  that: 
"He  talked  to  us  about  America,  where  mustaches  are 
so  much  loathed  that  it  is  dangerous  to  wear  one. 
From  that  he  passed  to  his  worrying  about  M.  Arese, 
who  has  been  so  stubborn  as  not  to  be  willing  to 
shave  his,  and  apropos  of  that  he  told  us  that  he  is 
very  much  in  love  (though  he  won't  admit  it)  with  an 
American,  who  is  not  pretty,  but  very  rich  and  very 
likeable,  whom  the  Prince  strongly  advised  him  to 
marry,  —  I  must  have  turned  pale,  for  my  heart 
stopped,  I  felt  as  if  I  was  going  to  faint.  Can  one 
imagine  such  silliness?  It  proved  to  me  that,  without 
knowing  it,  in  spite  of  my  good  sense,  he  has  played 
a  more  important  role  in  my  affections  than  I  could 
have  wished.  I  know  quite  well  that  he  never  felt 
love  for  me. .  .  .  The  Prince  showed  us ...  a  lot  of 
views  of  New  York.  He  repeated  the  news  of  M. 
Arese's  love  affair. .  . . 

"The  Prince  added  that  M.  Arese  has  taken  such  a 
distaste  for  Americans  that  it  got  on  his  nerves.  One 
day  when  they  were  paying  the  Prince  the  honor  of 
presenting  to  him,  one  after  another,  all  the  New 
York  aldermen,  M.  Arese  was  so  out  of  patience  with 
the  way  it  was  done,  that  he  kept  saying  to  the  Prince, 
'If  this  doesn't  stop,  I  will  jump  out  the  window,' — 
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and  at  everything  the  Prince  said,  he  remarked,  under 
his  breath,  'But  they  don't  understand  you.  These  are 
pearls  before  swine.'  He  was  right.  Americans  do  not 
understand  anything  except  business." 

Some  of  Arese's  letters  are  given;  certain  extracts 
from  which  may  serve  as  a  sort  of  prelude  to  his  trip 
in  the  interior  of  America.  On  3  April,  1837,  ^ie  wrote 
from  New  York:  "I  am  glad  to  tell  you  that  the  Prince 
has  arrived  at  Norfolk,  and  in  good  health;  in  proof 
of  which  I  send  you  the  little  gazette  enclosed.  ..." 

And  on  the  16  April:  "  . . . .  Louis  is  well  and  is  not 
unhappy.  Yesterday  we  went  to  Long  Island  to  see  a 
little  marine  arsenal,  and  tomorrow  wc  arc  going  to 
visit  the  fortifications  of  the  city  of  New  York,  and 
some  of  the  environs.  Balls,  suppers,  and  dinners,  and 
other  gayeties  are  en  tilth  suspended,  because  of  the 
very  bad  state  of  business." 

We  all  know  of  the  depression  of  '37;  but  it  may 
have  been  that  Lent  had  something  to  do  with  the 
lack  of  entertainments. 

"This  last  month  there  have  been  a  hundred  bank- 
ruptcies, for  more  than  a  hundred  million  francs, 
which  results  in  the  Prince's  not  having  yet  met  the 
Society  people  of  this  town."  Which  might  seem  to 
uphold  Hone,  did  we  not  know  from  other  sources 
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that  the  Prince  was  well  acquainted  with  various  ex- 
cellent people,  including  Hone's  great  friend  Wash- 
ington Irving. 

"We  stay  in  the  house  a  great  deal  and  talk  till  our 
throats  are  dry.  Yesterday  evening  the  'Columbus' 
packet  from  Liverpool  arrived  here,  but  because  of 
Sunday  we  cannot  have  our  mail  till  tomorrow  morn- 
ing, so  that  we  shan't  be  able  to  answer  it  before  the 
packet  of  the  24. 1  shall  be  very  glad  to  start  off,  for  I 
am  fed  up  with  New  York." 

Early  in  June  he  writes:  "  .  . . .  My  friend  leaves  on 
Thursday,  the  8,  on  board  the  'George  Washington,' 
and  Heaven  bless  him  and  send  him  all  the  happiness 
he  merits.  If  there  had  been  any  danger  to  fear,  you 
may  be  sure  I  should  not  have  deserted  him;  but  as 
that  is  not  the  case,  and  as  I  can  be  of  no  use  to  him, 
I  am  going  to  stay  in  America,  and  in  four  days  I  am 
preparing  to  start  on  my  perigrinations.  I  shall  go  to 
Philadelphia,  Baltimore,  Washington;  across  Virginia 
to  see  the  mineral  springs  and  the  natural  bridge;  go 
down  the  Ohio  to  Cincinnati,  Louisville;  and  up  the 
Mississippi  as  far  as  Saint  Louis.  From  there  I  am 
going  up  the  Missouri  as  far  as  I  can,  and  returning 
to  Saint  Louis  to  go  on  up  the  Mississippi.  I  will  cross 
the  Prairie  du  Chien,  go  to  the  falls  of  St.  Anthony, 
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Fort  Snelling,  the  River  St.  Pierre,  and  by  way  of  the 
Lakes  I  shall  return  via  Green  Bay,  Chicago,  Detroit, 
Niagara,  Montreal,  Quebec,  the  St.  Lawrence,  and 
Boston,  to  New  York.  On  the  map  it's  a  long  distance, 
— between  5  or  6000  miles, — but  you  can  travel  so 
rapidly  here  that  it  is  really  nothing  at  all,  and  except 
one  month  when  I  shall  go  on  horseback  or  on  foot, 
all  the  rest  will  be  by  steamboat  or  stage.  I  am  making 
this  trip  in  poor  company,  my  own;  but  it  doesn't 
matter,  I  hope  to  find  enough  resources  in  myself  to 
get  along  without  other  people.  If  Louis  had  come 
with  me,  I  should  not  have  cared  about  going  so  far; 
but  being  alone  and  not  having  to  account  to  any- 
body for  my  existence,  I  will  go  just  as  far  as  I  am 

able " 

It  is  remarkable  how  near  he  kept  to  his  itinerary. 
The  only  change  was  in  going  across  country  to  Fort 
Snelling  (which  in  the  diary  appears  as  "For  Cheltin") 
and  down  the  Mississippi  to  Prairie  du  Chien,  in- 
stead of  retracing  his  Missouri  voyage  and  going  up 
the  Mississippi  from  Saint  Louis.  The  change  was  an 
improvement,  since  it  gave  him  the  most  interesting 
part  of  his  whole  trip;  although  everything  appears  to 
have  interested  Arese. 

A.  E. 
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Adders,  136 

Aigle  Rouge  (Red  Wing,  Minne- 
sota), 128,  135 

Albany,  197-8 

Alexandria,  Virginia,  18 

Algiers,  "Capture  of  Algiers,"  12 

America,  In  A.  everything  is  paid 
for,  7,  Sailors  excellent  in  A.,  8, 
"No  matter"  a  common  phrase  in 
A.,  10,  Ice-water  found  every- 
where in  A.,  15,  Progress  of  A. 
considered,  175-6 

American,  A.  towns  large  on  maps, 
16,  Fault  of  A.  uniforms,  26,  A. 
education,  22-3,  A.  table  habits, 
30,  A.  beauty,  44,  Insufficiency  of 
A.  laws,  68-9,  175,  A.  calm  and 
coolness,  185,  Politeness  of  A. 
custom  officials,  197 

Americans,  Their  love  of  columns, 

3,  A.  have  no  feeling  for  beauty, 

4,  37,  A.  very  religious,  they 
maintain,  8,  Illustration  of  char- 
acter of  A.,  9,  Enterprising  cour- 
age of  A.,  14,  173,  What  A.  never 
talk  of,  and  what  they  rupture 
your  ear-drums  with,  37,  Three  A. 
who  disparaged  the  French,   196 

Arenenberg,  see  Beauharnais,  Hor- 
tense 

Arese,  Count  Francesco,  writes  to 
Ricasoli  in  French,  V,  Kept  his 
American  journal  in  Frencn,  V, 
Occasionally  careless,  VI,  Con- 
templated making  a  book  of  his 
Notes,  VII,  His  style,  VII,  VIII, 
Edited  his  Notes,  VIII,  Died 
1881,  VIII,  XXIV,  Born  1805, 
IX,  Spent  over  a  year  at  Arenen- 
berg, X,  Trip  to  London,  X, 
Question  of  his  marriage,  XI,  Re- 
mained two  years  in  Africa,  XI, 
Goes  to  Sahara,  XII,  Goes  to 
America,  XII,  Leaves  New  York, 
XIV,  In  London  and  Paris,  XVI, 
Lives  in  Milan,  XVI,  Marries,  in- 
herits, XVII,  Unable  to  swim, 
XVIII,  80,  95,  144,  Retires  to 
Genoa,  XVIII,  Sent  to  congratu- 
late Louis  Napoleon,  XIX,  Goes 
to  London,  XIX,  Guest  at  Tuil- 
eries,  XlX,  Only  Italian  Eu- 
genie could  abide,  XX,  Visits  at 
St.  Cloud,  XX,  Tries  to  form 
ministry,  XXI,  Sees  Louis  Napo- 
leon  for  last   time,   XXIII,   Re- 


ceives Grand  Collar,  XXIII, 
Takes  precautions,  99,  Idea  of 
comfort,  132-3,  147,  156,  Has 
terrible  calamity,  137-9,  His 
courage,  139,  155,  Canoes  with 
Indian  family,  145  ff.,  Reasons 
for  his  trip,  153-6,  His  opinion 
of  Indians,  156-170,  His  subse- 
quent American  travels,  203 

Ashtabula,  Ohio,  180,  i8inote 

Atheneum,  Boston,  200-1 

Auguste,  Canadian  free-trapper,  90 
and  passim 

Bad  Axe  River,  Wisconsin,  136 

Ballston,  New  York,  197 

Baltimore,  General  impression,  n, 
Its  monuments,  12,  Its  theatre, 
12-3 

"Baltimore  and  Ohio,"   14 

Banquet,  Political  and  patriotic,  27, 
With  Sioux,  84-5,  Fresh-meat  b., 
85-6,  b.  of  ducks  and  musk-rats, 
136 

Beauharnais,  Hortense,  Queen  of 
Holland,  IX,  Her  "Memoirs," 
X,  113,  Her  castle  Arenenberg, 
X,  Letter  to  her  son,  XV, 
Leaves  a  carved  turquoise  to 
Arese,  XVI,  Duchesse  de  St.  Leu, 
her  talismans,  113-4,  Arese's  love 
for  her,  114 

Beaver  Islands,  178 

Belmont,  Philadelphia,  Famous 
garden,  5 

"Bensherod"  {sic),  The,  Burning 
of,  53 

Berlin,   near  Seneca,   Maryland,   16 

Birds,  Scarcity  of  little,  112 

Black   Snake,   see  Serpent  Noir 

Blackwell's  Island,  New  York,  198 

Blue  Ridge,  The,  13,  Fine  view  of, 
21 

Blue  Sulphur  Springs,  West  Vir- 
ginia, 36 

Boeuf,  Lakes  du,  Wisconsin,  147, 
i48note 

Bonfadini,  R.,  "Arese,"  V,  "Vita 
di  Francesco  Arese,"  VI 

Bordentown,  New  Jersey,  3 

Boston,  197-203,  Compared  to  Phil- 
adelphia and  New  York,  199, 
Character  of  the  natives,  199-200, 
Bookstores,  200,  Brushes  at  the 
Tremont  House,  203 

Botta  Carlo,  His  history  of  the 
American  Revolution,  201 
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Brighton,  Staten  Island,  Its  col- 
umns, 3 

Brooks,  General,  Monument  to,  187 

Brown,  Alexander,  On  the  Gold 
Country,  21 

Buckingham  Mountains,  Virginia, 
22 

Buffalo,  Search  for,  95-6  ff. 

Buffalo,  New  York,  Contained  per- 
haps the  best  hotel  in  America, 
182 

Buffalo  Lakes,  Wisconsin,  148  note 

Bunker  Hill,  Arese's  notion  of  the 
battle,  202 

Burning  Spring,  The,  West  Vir- 
ginia, Compared  to  Pietra  Mala, 
38 

Bustards,  68 

Butte  des  Morts,  Wisconsin,  143, 
145,  148,  Lake  of  the,   149 

Cabot,  John,  195 

Caeeux,  What  it  is,  80 

Calhoun,  Lake,  Minnesota,  126 

Canada,  Upper  and  Lower,  186 
passim,  County,  188,  Climate, 
189,  191,  194,  Political  future, 
192-5 

Canadian,  The,  Auguste,  90  pas- 
sim, C.  at  la  Framboise,  Duncas, 
102-3,  107,  C.  canoe-men,  Gam- 
elle  and  Tatan,  127  and  passim 
to  136 

Canadians,  127,  129,  Religiousness 
of  French  C,  188-9,  Their  cour- 
age, 192-3,  English  treatment  of, 
194-5     , 

Canicanjck,  93 

Cap  Diamant,  Fort  du,  Quebec,  190 

Cavour,  Camillo  Benso  di,  Writes 
constantly  to  Arese,  XXI 

Cedar  Creek,  Virginia,  28 

Champlain,  Lake,  197 

Charlestown,  West  Virginia,  38 

Charlottesville,  Virginia,  21,  23,  29 

Chesapeake  Bay,  Size  of,  11 

Chicago,  171,  172-3,  176,  177,  178, 
Arese  leaves  for,  151 

Chicago  River,  172 

Chippewa  River,  Wisconsin,  135 
note 

Chippewas,  i35note 

Chittenden,  Hiram  Martin,  His  fine 
book  on  the  fur  trade,  54note 

Chouteau,  Mr.,  54 

Cincinnati,  40-2,  Compared  to 
Mannheim,  41 


Clauzel,     Marshal,    Arese    on    his 

staff,  XI 
Clay,   Henry,  Unsuccessful  call  on, 

43 
Cleveland,  Ohio,  180 
Cold  Water,  Minnesota,  126 
Columbia,   Pennsylvania,  Large  en- 
gine there,  5 
Columbus,  Christopher,  195 
Columns,    Love   of    the    Americans 

for,  3,  As  usual,  a  great  many,  16 
Conneau,    Dr.,    Friend    of   Arese's, 

XVII 
Conneaut,   Now   apparently  Salem, 

Ohio,  180,  i8inote 
"Court  of  Miracles,"  12 
Correnti,    Cesare,    Made    mediocre 

speech,  VIII 
Council  Bluffs,  72 
Crooks,  Ramsay,  54,  55 
Crow  Little,  ignore,  127 

Dakota  County,  Minnesota,  i28note 

Dakota  word,  i22note 

Dancer,  Who  called  herself  French, 
171-2 

Dante,  His  "Inferno,"  Quoted, 
95  note 

Deer,  75 

Des  Moines  River,  96 

Detour  du  Pin,  i28note 

Detroit,  139,   179 

Dixon,  William  (the  half-breed), 
72,  78,  79,  81,  83-4,  86 

Dubuque,  Iowa,  141 

Ducks,  Called  bustards,  68,  Best 
Arese  ever  ate,  109,  Feast  of  d., 
98,  Banquet  of  d.  and  musk- 
rats,  136 

Duncas,  see  Canadian  at  la  Fram- 
boise 

Eagle,  The  Sioux,  see  Sioux,  and 
Indian,  86,  87,  90,  91,  Discussion 
with,  ii9note 

Eagle  Hill,  Kentucky,  43 

East  River,  197,  198 

Elk  River,  Maryland,  11 

Erie  Canal,   198 

Eugenie,  Empress,  Writes  to  Arese, 
XXI,  XXIV 

Falls,   Little,   Creek    (Minnehaha), 

Minnesota,  124 
Faribault,  i22note 
Ferrari,   Giulio,   His  name  and  his 

book,  201 
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Ferribault  woman,   137 

Fievres,  River  des,  140 

Five  Wigwams,  103,  104 

Folwell,  W.  W.,  "History  of  Min- 
nesota," i26note 

Flushing  Bay,  Long  Island,  198-9 

Forks,  Civilization  marked  by,    182 

Forsyth,  Major  Thomas,  i35,note 

Fourth  of  July,  Arese's  delight  at 
celebration,  26-8,  Probable  place 
of  celebration,  28note 

Fox  Islands,  In  Lake  Michigan,  178 

Fox  River,  Wisconsin,  141,  143 
note 

Framboise,  M.  la,  101,  102 

Frankfort,  Kentucky,  43 

Fredericksburg,  Virginia,  21 

French  Town,  ir 

Friends,  Gifts  from,  112-3 

Fulton,  The  immortal,  and  Napo- 
leon, 2 

Fur  Company,  American,  see  Chit- 
tenden, 54,  118,  123-4,  I26,  148, 
H9,  155 

Galena,  Illinois,  141 

Galena  River,  i4onote 

Gamelle,  130  ff. 

"Garden  of  the  world,"  44 

Gauley  Mountains,  West  Virginia, 
36 

Georgetown,  Kentucky,  43 

Girard  College,  4note 

Glenn's  Falls,  New  York,  197 

Gold  Country,  21 

Goodhue  County,  Minnesota,  128 

Gopher,  ii5note 

Grand  River,  Ohio,  180,  i8inote 

Grande  Riviere,  see  Fox  River,  143, 
144 

Green  Bay,  Now  Greenbay,  Wis- 
consin, 133,  141,  145,  149,  151. 
171,    172,    Description    of    fort, 

151 
Green  Mountains,  Vermont,  197 
Guyandotte,  West  Virginia,  36,  39, 

40 

Half-breed,  see  Dixon 
Half-breeds,  Manufactory  of,  72 
Harper's  Ferry,  West  Virginia,  13, 

Outskirts  sublimely  beautiful,  13- 

4,  Arese  leaves  there,  15 
Harriet,  Lake,  Minnesota,   126 
Hawk's  Nest    (New  River   Cliffs), 

Now  Hawksnest,  West  Virginia, 

Description  of,  36-7 


Hellgate,  199 

Hone,  Philip,  Mentions  Louis  Na- 
poleon, XIII,  Bears  out  Arese, 
XIV-XV,  i84note 

Horses,  Wild,  Their  marvellous  in- 
stincts, 100 

Hot  Springs,  Virginia,  24,  26 

Hotels,  In  Philadelphia,  9,  Excel- 
lence of,  in  Virginia,  34,  At 
Louisville,  47.  In  Saint  Louis, 
59,  Perhaps  the  best  h.  in  Amer- 
ica, 182,  In  Boston,  203 

Hudson  River,  197,  198 

Huron,  Lake,  178-9 

Ice-water,  Found  everywhere,  15, 
In  Virginia,  34 

Indian,  see  Eagle,  Avoids  war- 
party,  1 17-8,  His  intelligence, 
119-120 

Indian,  Village,  77,  Hatred  of 
Americans,  108,  Pretty  I.  wo- 
man, 109,  War-dance,  125-6,  I. 
woman's  spell,  148,  I.  tragedy, 
148-9,  I.  charm,  150-1 

Indians,  "Civilized"  tribe  near 
Saint  Louis,  57-8,  Arese's  dis- 
gust on  first  seeing,  66,  Appear- 
ance of,  67,  I.  and  alcohol,  70, 
Medicine,  78,  Government  treat- 
ment of,  141-2,  Scum  of  the  I., 
142,  I.,  unceremoniousness,  147, 
Their  origin,  157,  Cause  of  their 
decadence,  157-8,  Their  num- 
bers, 158,  Religion  and  laws, 
157-160,  161-2,  Respect  for  dead, 
160,  Their  government,  160-1, 
Science,  162-4,  Family  life,  164- 
6,  Language,  166,  Appearance 
and  costume,  166-170,  Aristoc- 
racy and  vanity,  167-8,  Black 
Does.  125,  Chippewas,  i35note, 
Kickapoos,  66,  Menominees,  141, 
145,  Omahas,  75,  77,  79,  Otoes, 
73,  Ottawas,  178,  Pawness,  73, 
75,  77,  Sacs,  125,  Sacs  and  Foxes, 
66,  118,  126,  Sauters,  ignore, 
Sioux,  see  Sioux,  Snake,  i35note, 
Winnebagos,  141,  142-3,  Yank- 
ton, i2onote 

Ingerson,  Mrs.  or  Miss,  171 

Irishmen,  Fight  on  boat,  174 

Italians,  First  to  land  in  America, 
195 

Jefferson,  Thomas,  His  description 
of  view  near  Harper's  Ferry,   14, 
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Statue  of,   i8,   Former  residence, 

21,  His  university,  22,  His  pretty 

negress,  29 
Jefferson  Barracks,  Missouri,  49 
Jefferson's  Rock,  13,  Description  of 

view,  14 
"John  Bull,"  The,  189 
July    Fourth,    Arese's    pleasure    in 

celebrating,  26-8 

Kaposia,  i27note 

Kemble.  Fanny,  Anecdote  from  her 
travels,  202 

Kanawha,  Falls  of  the,  38 

Kentuckians,  Arese's  opinion  of, 
46-7,  152 

Kentucky,  Ohio  and,  General  re- 
marks on,  44-7 

Kentucky  River,  43 

Kickapoos,  66 

Kimball,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Fiske,  6note 

Kingston,  Ontario,  187 

Lafayette,  Toast  to,  27 

La  Feuille,  Minnesota,  135 

Lamarmora,  General,  Gets  Arese  to 

write  to  Conneau,  XXIII 
La   Prairie,  now  Laprairie,  Quebec, 

196 
Larned,     "Literature    of    American 

History,"  2oinote 
Leaf,  The  (Wabasha),  i35note 
Leavenworth   Expedition,   Narrative 

of  the,  135  note 
Leavenworth,  Fort,  65 
Lewisburg,   West  Virginia,    36 
Lewiston,  New  York,  183,  187 
Lexington,  Kentucky,  43 
Lexington,       Virginia,       Fly-chaser 

there,  28-9 
Licking  River,  Kentucky,  42 
Log-book,  Arese's,  121 
Long,    Major   Stephen   H.,    i28note 
Louisville,  44,  Sign  in  Hotel,  47 

Mackinaw,  Battle  of,  104 
Mackinaw  Island,  178 
Maiden  Rock,  i3inote 
Manitou   Islands,   Lake  Michigan, 

178 
Mannheim  and  Cincinnati,  41 
Marryatt,  Captain,  184 
Marshall,  John,  28 
Maysville,  Kentucky,  40 
McHenry,  Fort,  Arese's  version,  11 
Mechante  Hache  River,  see  Bad  Axe 
Medicine,  78 


Mendota,  Minnesota,  i22note 

Menominee  family,  145  ff. 

Menominees,  141,  All  excellent 
savages,  146 

Michigan,  Lake,  133,  174,  178 

Milwaukee,  172 

Mineral  Point,  Wisconsin,  140,  141 

Minnehaha  Falls,  i24note 

"Minnesota  Historical  Society  Col- 
lections," i2onote 

Mississippi  River,  First  impressions 
of  48-9,  124,  Falls  of,  125,  127, 
Beauty  of  upper  M.,  133,  Project 
of  canal  from  Chicago,  173,  Com- 
pared to  the  St.  Lawrence,  187 

Missouri,  The,  62  ff.,  80 

Monocacy  Aqueduct,  15 

Monroe,  35 

Monticello,  21-2 

Montmorency,  Falls  of,  191-2 

Montreal,  188-9,  J92 

Morris,  Robert,  His  country  estate, 
5  note 

Mosquitoes,  74-5 

Mount  Vernon,  Visit  to,  18-20 

Mouth,  The,  no,  122,  126,  127 

Musk-rats,  Banquet  of  ducks  and, 
136 

Naples,  Bay  of,  A  standard  of  com- 
parison in  America,  190 

Napoleon  I,  2 

Napoleon,  Louis,  Very  intimate  with 
Arese,  IX,  Sent  to  America,  XII, 
Arese  goes  there  to  join  him  XII- 
XIII,  At  Ham,  XVII,  and  passim 
to  XXIV 

Natural  Bridge,  Virginia,  26,  28 

Neill,  Edward  Dufheld,  i35note 

New  Castle,  Now  Newcastle,  Dela- 
ware, n 

New  Cave,  23,  Description  of,  24 

New  Jersey,  Arese's  opinion  of 
landscape,  3 

Newport,  Kentucky,  42 

New  River  Cliffs,  see  Hawk's  Nest 

New  York,  Arese  leaves,  1,  New 
Yorkers  mad  about  columns,  3, 
Lack  of  politeness  in  shops,  9, 
New  houses  falling  down,  9, 
Compared  to  Boston  and  Phila- 
delphia, 199 

New  York  State,  Incipient  town 
there,  181,  Loveliness  of  country, 
197 

Niagara  Falls,  171,  182  ff. 

Nicollet,  Jean  Nicholas,  8mote,  His 
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"Report,"  i2onote 
Nicollet  County,  Minnesota, 
nonote,  innote 

Ogdensburg,  New  York,  188 
Ohio  and  Kentucky,  General 

remarks,  4-4-7 
Ohio,  The,  Deserves  name  of  belle 

riviere,  40,  Description  of,  47-8 
"Ohio,"  frigate,  200 
Omaha  River,  79 
Omahas,  75,  77,  79 
Ontario,  Lake,   184 
Opacua,  Lake,  147,  i48note 
"Opposition,"  The,  123-4 
Orange  Court  House,   Virginia,  21 
Oshkosh,  143 
Otoes,  73 
Ottawa  River,  192 
Ottawas,  178 

Painted  Rock,  136 

Papineau,  Louis  Joseph,  192,  194 

Parakeets,  67 

Patapsco,  The,  13 

Pawnees,  73,  75,  77 

Penci  of  Milan,  23 

Penitentiaries,  In  Philadelphia,  6-8, 
On  Blackwell's  Island,   198 

"Pennsylvania,"  The,  Description 
of,  8 

"Pennsylvania  Steam  Packet,"  133, 
152 

Pepin,  Lake,  129  ff. 

Pheasants,  145 

Philadelphia,  4-5,  Penitentiaries,  6- 
8,  Navy  Yard,  8,  National  Mu- 
seum, 10,  Hospitality  and  amia- 
bility, n,  Style  of,  very  pretty, 
41,  Compared  to  Boston  and  New 
York,  199 

Piercing  a  baby's  ears,  87 

Pietra  Mala,  near  Bologna,  Com- 
pared to  Burning  Spring,    38 

Pilots,  Cleverness  of,  64 

Pine  Bend,  Minnesota,  i28note 

Pirrie,   William,    "Technical  Dic- 
tionary of  Sea  Terms,"   177 

Pointe  au  Sable,  Lake  Pepin,  129, 
130 

Pomme  blanche,  88 

Portage,  Wisconsin,  141 

Porte  des  Morts,  172 

Portsmouth,  Ohio,  40 

Potomac  River,  13,  Waterfalls  in- 
ferior to  Schaffhausen,  16 

Potomac  Creek,  Arese's  version,  21 


Prairie  du  Chien,  104,  127,  137,  140 
Prairie,  The  Grande,  73,  76 
Prairies,  Description  of,  76-7,  Burn- 
ing the,  80,  no,  118 
Pratt,  Henry,  His  garden,  5-6note 
Pratte,  Mr.,  64 
Prescott,  Ontario,  187,  188 
Presque  Isle,  Michigan,  178 
Providence,  Rhode  Island,  198,  199 
Puants    (Winnebagos),   142-3 
Puckaway,  Lake,  Wisconsin, 

i48note 
Pudding-stone,    Which    Arese    says 
the  Capitol  is  built  of,  16 

Quebec,  189  ff.,  Murders  in,  190-1 

Racine,  Wisconsin,  172 

Railways,  For  which  Arese  would 

exchange  paintings,  14-5 
Rapid,  Little,  122 
Rapids,  Running,  149-15 1 
Rats,  115,  136 
Rattlesnakes,   Tussle  with  one,   24, 

Its  birth  certificate,  25,  Common 

along  the  Mississippi,  135-6 
Red  Pipe  Stone  River,  96 
Red  Rock,  136,  i37note 
Red  Wing,  Minnesota,  128 
Rhine,  Compared  to  Mississippi  and 

St.  Lawrence,  188 
Ricasoli,    Bettino,   Writes   to   Arese 

in  French,  V.,  Makes  use  of 

Arese,  XXII 
Rich  Valley,  Minnesota,  i28note 
River  des  Rochers,  94 
Rocher  a  la  Femme,  131 
Rock  River,  94 
Running  Cloud,  103  ff. 

Sailors,  Who  lost  their  lives  at 
Tripoli,  16 

Saint  Louis,  53,  Environs,  57,  The- 
atre, 58-9,  Hotels,  59,  Arese 
leaves,  127,  Efforts  to  dissuade 
Arese  from  his  trip,  155 

"Saint  Louis,"  The,  54 

Salem,  Ohio,  iSinote 

Salt  Works  at  Charlestown,  West 
Virginia,  38 

Sandy  Hill,  New  York,  197 

Saratoga,  197 

Sauters  (Chippewas) ,  i35note,  River 
des  S.,  135 

Schenectady,  197 

Schermerhorn,  Peter,  His  amiability 
and  his  business,  171 
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Schools  in  Virginia,  35 
Schuylkill,  The,  Its  charming  banks 
9 

Sebastiani,  Marshall,  i8onote 
Seneca  acqueduct,  15 

Serpent  Noir,  66 

Serpents,  River  des,  135 

Sewell  Mountains,  36 

Shenandoah,  The,  13 

Sioux,  Arese's,  see  Eagle 

Sioux,  Camp  of,  81,  Lodges,  88, 
Dance  88-9,  Costume,  90-1, 
Songs,  91-2,  Family  party  reports 
buffalo,  95-6,  Traverse  des  S.,  see 
Traverse  des  Sioux,  Banquets,  84- 
6,  136,  Famous  chief  Wabasha, 
i35note,  Snake,  i35note,  S.  were 
Indians  Arese  knew  best,  158-9 

Sioux  River,  73 

Slavery,   Observations  on,   25-6,   42 

Small-pox,  97,  135 

Snake  (Sioux),  i35note 

Snelling,  Fort.  124,  i26note 

South  Amboy,  New  Jersey,  Noted 
for  oyster-beds,  3 

Sparks,  Edwin  Erie,  Quoted, 
20 1  note 

St.  Anthony's  Falls,  12s 

St.  Charles,  Missouri,  63 

St.  Charles  River,  189 

St.  Clair,  Lake,  River,  179 

St.  Croix,  Lake,  128 

St.  John,  or  rather  St.  John's,  Que- 
bec, 196 

St.  Joseph,  Missouri,  66note 

St.  Lawrence  River,  187,  Compared 
to  the  Mississippi,  187,  Rapids, 
188,  View  from  Montreal,  192 

St.  Leu,  Duchesse  de,  see  Beauhar- 
nais 

St.  Mary's  River,  178 

St.  Paul,  Minnesota,  i24note 

"St.  Peter,"  The,  57 

St.  Pierre,  River,  82,  in,  118,  122, 
124 

Stages.  Description  of,  31-2 

Starlings,  112 

Staunton,  Virginia,  23 

Ste.  Pelagie,  91 

Steamboats,  Size  and  luxuriousness 
of  American,  1,  Ferries  also  s.,  1, 
Description,  1-2,  Academy  of  Sci- 
ence report,  2,  On  canal  to  Wash- 
ington, 15.  Wrecked  in  Missis- 
sippi, 49  ff.,  55-7,  Compared  to 
European,  152,  Compared  to  Ca- 
nadian, 186 


Stone,  Blocks  on  prairies,  121-2 
Storey,  Walter  Rendall,  Quoted, 

5note 
Storm  on  Great  Lakes,  179-180 
Swallows,  1X2 

Swan  Lakes,  Minnesota,  in 
Sweet  Springs,  Virginia,  35 

Tatan,  130 

Tavern  Rock,  On  the  Missouri,  63 

"Tempest,"  The,  Fire  aboard,  51-2 

Theatre,  At  Baltimore,  12-3,  Ad- 
mission in  Baltimore,  New  York, 
Philadelphia,  13,  At  Louisville, 
44,  Saint  Louis,  58,  Montreal, 
189,  Boston,  202 

Toronto,  187 

Tour  des  Pins,  128,  135 

"Tower  of  Notre  Dame,"  12 

Traverse,  Lake,  123 

Traverse  des  Sioux,  no,  in,  118 

Tremont  House,  Boston,  Brushes 
provided,  202 

Trempealeau,  County,  River,  Wis- 
consin, i35note 

Trempe  a  l'Eau,  Mountain,  135 

Trinity  (by  mistake  for  Unity,  which 
itself  seems  a  geographical  error 
on  Arese's  part) ,  48 

Tripoli,  Monument  to  the  brave 
sailors  who  lost  their  lives  there, 
16 

Trollope,  Mrs.,  her  grotesque  house 
in  Cincinnati,  41 

Turkeys,  Wild,  67 

Turnbull,  Robert  James,  Quoted, 
7note 

Turtle,  Vitality  of,  in 

University,  Virginia,  Impression  of 

the  university  there,  22-3 
Upham,  Warren,  Quoted,  i28note 

Vermilion,  South  Dakota,  97 

Vermilion  River,  72 

Verrazzano,  John,  195 

Victor  Emanuel  II,  Calls  Arese 
"dearest  Count  and  Cousin," 
XXIII 

Victoria,  Queen,  194 

Virginia,  In  general,  30  ff..  Roads 
in,  30,  Hospitality,  33,  Excellence 
of  hotels,  33-4,  More  about 
Arese's  feeling  for,  39,  Wiscon- 
sin compared  to,  141 

Voyageurs,  60  ff. 
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Wabasha,  ncjnote,  i35note 
Warm  Springs,  Virginia,  24-6, 

Arese's  shock  there,  25 
Warsaw,  Order  at,  180 
Washington,  George,  18,  19,  27-8 
Washington,  Jane  Charlotte,  i8note 
Washington,  D.  C,  15,  The  Capi- 
tol, 16,  General  impression,  16-8 
West  Point,  Compared  to  schools  at 
Strasbourg  and  Metz,   37,  Guard- 
mount,  38 
Weyer's  Cave,  Description  of,  23-4 
Wheeling,  West  Virginia,  14 
Whitehall,  New  York,  197 
White  Mountains,  197 


White  Stone  River,  see  Vermilion 
River 

White  Sulphur  Springs,  West  Vir- 
ginia, 29-30 

Wikoff,  Henry,  Quoted,  XIV 

Wild  Rice   (Menominees) ,   146 

Winnebago,  Fort,  141,  144,  145 

Winnebago  Lake,  149 

Winnebagos,  141,  142-3 

Winona,  Minnesota,  i35note 

Wisconsin,  Beauty  of,  141 

Wisconsin  River,  140,  141 

Yankton  Indians,  120 
Ypsilanti,  ii4note 
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